Google 



This is a digital copy of a book lhal w;ls preserved for general ions on library shelves before il was carefully scanned by Google as pari of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

Il has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one thai was never subject 

to copy right or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often dillicull lo discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher lo a library and linally lo you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud lo partner with libraries lo digili/e public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order lo keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial panics, including placing Icchnical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make n on -commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request thai you use these files for 
personal, non -commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort lo Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each lile is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use. remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 

countries. Whether a book is slill in copyright varies from country lo country, and we can'l offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through I lie lull lexl of 1 1 us book on I lie web 
al |_-.:. :.-.-:: / / books . qooqle . com/| 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



3 



r 



V 



1 



,i >- 



i 3 






<8 



i 



i >■ > 1 ■ 

* N v « 






Google 






jiwus'ten.'B re** 



Ik 



rf ...Google 



RECORDS OF WOMAN: 



WITH OTHER POEMS. 



rf ...Google 



rf ...Google 



EECOKDS OF WOMAN: 

WITH OTHER POEMS. 

BY 

FELICIA HEMANS. 



■ MlghtHrhr 
Than nimgtb of ame or tlnew, or the am 

li ion, though oft to tgonj dUtrem, 

And though hi. favourite Ht bS feeble w. 



lit <Uj Loot dn Schonen mlf der El 



WILLIAM BLACKWOOD, EDINBURGH-. 

AND T. CADELL, LONDON. 

MDCCCXXVIIL 



) 9 .iiz<d»,' Google 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



MRS. JOANNA BAILLIE, 

THIS VOLUME, 

AS A SLIGHT TOKEN OF 
GRATEFUL RESPECT AND ADMIRATION, 

IS AFFECTIONATELY 



THE AUTHOR. 



> 9 ,iiz,d!,, Google 



rf ...Google 



CONTENTS. 



Arabella Stuart, 

The Bride of the Greek lelc, 

The Swiwer's Wife, 

Properxia Rossi, 

Gertrude, or Fidelity till Death, 

EneMa, .... 

Edith, ■ Tale of the Woods, . 

The Indian City, 

The Peasant Girl of the Rhone, 

Indian Woman's Death Song, 

Joan of Arc, in Rheinu, 

The American Forest-Girl, 
Coztanaa, .... 

Madeline, a Domestic Tale, 
The Queen of Prussia's Tomb, 
The Memorial Pillar, 
The Grave of a Poetess, 
Motes to Records of Woman, 



The Homes of England, 
The Sicilian Captive, . 
Ivan the Czar, 
Carolan's Prophecy, 
The Lady of the Castle, 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



"U CONTENTS, 

The Mourner for the Barmecidei, , . . 200 

The Spanish Chapel, 208 

The Captive Knight, . . . - . . ,213 

The Kaiser's Feast, 215 

Tasso and his Sister, 231 

Ulla, or the Adjuration, 226 

To Wordsworth, 232 

A Monarch's Death-bed, * 234 

To the Memory of Heber, . . , . 237 

The Adopted Child, 239 

Invocation, 242 

Ktirner and his Sister, 245 

An Hour of Romance, , ; 250 

A Voyager's Dream of Land, 263 

The Effigies, . 257 

The Landingof the Pilgrim Fathers in New England, 201 

The Spirit's Mysteries, . . . . ! . 264 

The Departed, 207 

The Palm-tree, 271 

The Child's Last Sleep, ..... 275 

The Sunbeam, ....... 277 

Breathings of Spring, 280 

The Illuminated City, . . . .283 

The Spells of Home, 280 

Roman Girl's Song, 288 

The Distant Ship, 298 

The Birds of Passage, 296 

The Graves of a H 
Mozart's Requiem, 
The Image in Lara, 
The Last Wish, 
Fairy Favours, 
A Parting Song, 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



RECORDS OF WOMAN. 



> 9 ,iiz,d!,, Google 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



ARABELLA STUART. 

" Tb> Ladt Abaulla," as she has been frequently en- 
titled, was descended from Margaret, eldest daughter of 
Henry VII. andconsequentlysllied by birth to Elbabeth, 
as well as Jamee I. This affinity to the throne proved 
the misfortune of her life, as the jealousies which It coo* 
stantly excited In her royal relatives, who were anxious 
to prevent her marrying, shut her out from the enjoyment 
of that domestic happiness which her heart appears to 
hare so fervently desired. By a secret, but early dls- 
csTsred union with William Seymour, son of Lord Beau- 
champ, she alarmed the cabinet of Janus, and the wedded 
lovers ware Immediately placed Id separata confinement. 
From this they found means to concert a romantic plan of 
escape ; and having won over a female attendant, by 
whose assistance she was disguised In male attire, Arabella, 
though lain t from recent sickness and suffering, stole oat 
in the night, and at last reached an appointed spot, where 
• boat and servants were In waiting. She embarked; and, 
at break of day, a French vessel, engaged to receive her, 
was discovered and gained. As Seymour, however, had 
net yet arrived, she was desirous that the vessel should 
tie at anchor far him j but this wish was overruled by her 
companions, who, contrary to her entreaties, hoisted sail, 
"which," says B'lsraeli, ''occasioned so fatal a termination 
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(sped from tha Tower ; — ho reached the wharf, and found 
his confidential man waiting with a boat, and arrived at 
Lee. The time passed ; the waves wen rising ; Arabella 
was not there ; but in the distance he descried a Teasel. 
Miring a fisherman to take him on board, ha discovered, 
to bis grief, on hailing it, that it was not the French ship 
charged with his Arabella ; in despair and confusion ha 
found another ship from Newcastle, which for a large sum 
altered its course, and landed him in Flanders."— Arabella, 
meantime, whilst imploring her attendants to linger, and 
earnestly looking out for the expected boat of her husband, 
was overtake" in Calais Roads by a vessel In the King's 
service, and brought back to a captivity, under the suffer. 
ing of which her mind and constitution gradually sank. 
— " What passed in that dreadful imprisonment, cannot 
perhaps be recovered for authentic history, — but enough la 
known; that her mind grew impaired, that she Anally 
lost her reason, and, if the duration of her. Imprisonment 
was short, that it was only terminated by her death. Some 
effusions, often begun and never ended, written and erased, 
incoherent and rational, yet remain among- her papers." — 

D'Iseiili's C-uriosilien of Literature. The following 

poem, meant aa some record of her rate, and the imagined 
fluctuations of her thoughts and feelings, is supposed to 
commence during the time of her first imprisonment, 
whilst her mind was yet buoyed up by the consciousness 
of Seymour's affection, and the cherished hope of eventual 
deliverance. 
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ABABELLA STUART. 



And is not lore in vain, 
Tartan enough without * living tomb ? 

Fermnu nl fin il cor die hdz$ tanto. 

Pthhehomtk. 



"IVas bnt a dream ! — I saw the stag leap free, 

Under the boughs where early birds were singing, 
I stood, o'ershadow'd by the greenwood tree, 

And heard, it seemed, a sudden bugle ringing' 
Far thro' a royal forest : then the fawn 
Shot, like a gleam of light, from grassy lawn 
To secret covert ; and the smooth turf shook, 
And lilies quiver' d by the glade's lone brook, 
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6 XECOWD8 Of WOMAN. 

And young leaves trembled, as, in fleet career, 
A princely band, with born, and bound, and spear, 
Like a rich masque swept forth. I saw the dance 
Of their white plumes, that bore a silvery glance 
Into the deep wood's heart ; and all pass'd by, 
Save one — I met the smile of one clear eye, 
Flashing out joy to mine. — Yes, thou wert there, 
Seymour ! a soft wind blew the clustering hair 
Back from thy gallant brow, as thou didst rein 
Thy coarser, turning from that gorgeous train, 
And fling, methought, thy hunting-spear away, 
And, lightly graceful in thy green array, 
Bound to my aide ; and we, that met and parted, 

Ever in dread of some dark watchful power, 
Won back to childhood's trust, and, fearless-hearted, 

Blent the glad fulness of our thoughts that hour, 
Ev'n like the mingling of sweet streams, beneath 
Dim woven leaves, and midst the floating breath 
Of hidden forest flowers. 
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ARABELLA STCART. 7 

II. 

'Tis past !— I wake, 
A rapfive, aad alone, and fiu- from thee, 
My love and friend I Yet fostering, for thy sake, 

A quenchless hope of happiness to he ; 
And feeling still my woman's spirit strong-, 
In the deep faith which lifts from earthly wrong, 
A heavenward glance. I know, I know our love ' 
Shall yet call gentle angels from above, 
By its undying fervour ; and prevail, 
Sending a breath, as of the spring's first gale, 
Thro' hearts now cold ; and, raising its bright face, 
With a free gush of sunny tears erase 
The characters of anguish ; in this trust, 
I hear, I strive, I bow not to the dust, 
That I may bring thee back no faded form, 
No bosom chill'd and blighted by die storm, 
But all my youth's first treasures, when we meet, 
Making past sorrow, by communion, sweet. 
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8 RECORDS Of WOMAN. 

III. 

And thou too art in bonds f — yet droop thon not, 
Oh, my belov'd I — there is one hopeless kit, 
Bnt one, and that not ours. Beside the dead 
There sits the grief that mantles op its head, 
Loathing the laughter and proud pomp of light, 
When darkness, from the vainly-doting sight, 
Covers its beautiful I 1 If thou wert gone 

To the grave's bosom, with thy radiant brow, — 
If thy deep-thrilling voice, with that low tone 

Of earnest tenderness, which now, ev'n now, 
Seems floating thro' my soul, were music taken 
For ever from this world, — oh ! thus forsaken, 
Could I bear on ? — thou liv'st, thon liv'st, thon'rt mine! 
With this glad thought I make my heart a shrine, 
And by the lamp which quenchless there shall burn, 
Sit, a lone watcher for the day's return. 
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ARABELLA STUART. 9 

IV. 

And lo I the joy that cometh with the morning, 

Brightly victorious o'er the hours of care ! 
I have not watch'd in vain, serenely scorning 

The wild and busy whispers of despair ! . 
Thou hast sent tidings, as of heaven, — I wait 

The hour, the sign, for blessed flight to thee. 
Oh I for the skylark's wing that seeks its mate 

As a star shoots ! — bnt on the breezy sea 
We shall meet soon, — To think of such an hour ! 

Will not my heart, o'erburden'd by its bliss, 
Faint and give way within me, as a flower 

Borne down and perishing by noontide's kiss ? 
Yet shall Ifear that lot ?— the perfect rest, 
The roll deep joy of dying on thy breast, 
After long-suffering won ? So rich a close 
Too seldom crowns with peace affection's woes. 
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10 HECOIIDS OV WOMAN. 

Sunset 1— I tell each moment — from the skies 
The last red splendour floats along my wall, 

Like a king's banner ! — Now it melts, it die* I 
I see one star — I hear — 'twas not the call, , 

Th' expected voice ; my quick heart throbb'd too soon. 

I must keep vigil till yon rising moon 

Shower down less golden light. Beneath her beam 

Thro' my lone lattice potur'd, I sit and dream 

Of summer-lands afar, where holy love, 

Under the vine, or in the citron-grove, 

May breathe from terror. 

Now the night grows deep, 

And silent as its clouds, and toll of sleep. 

I hear my veins beat. — Hark ! a bell's slow chime. 

My heart strikes with it. — Yet again — 'tis time I 

A step I — a voice !— or but a rising breese? 

Hark ! — haste I — I come, to meet thee on the seas. 
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AB.AXBt.Kh STUART. 11 

vr. 

Now nevbr more, oh I never, in the worth 
Of its pore cause, let Borrowing We on earth 
Trust fondly— never more !— the hope is erush'd 
That lit my life, the voice within me hush'd 
That spoke sweet oracles ; and I return 
To lay my youth, as in a burial-urn, 
Where sunshine may not find it. — All is lost ! 
No tempest met our harks — no billow toss'd ; 
Yet were they sever'd, ev'n as we most be, 
That so have lor'd, so striven oar hearts to free 
From their close-coiling fate I In vain— in vain ! 
The dark links meet, and clasp themselves again, 
And press out life. — Upon the deck I stood, 
And a white sail came gliding o'er the flood, 
Like some proud bird of ocean ; then mine eye 
Strained out, one moment earlier to descry 
The form it ached for, and the bark's career 
Seem'd slow to that fond yearning : It drew near, 
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12 HECORD* 

Fraught -with, our foes ! — What boots it to recall 
The strife, the tears ? Once more a prifeon-wall 
Shnts the green hills and woodlands from my 'sight, 
And joyous glance of waters to the light, 
And thee, my Seymour, thee ! 

I will not sink [ 
Thou, thou hast rent the heavy chain that bound 
thee; 
And this shall be my strength — the joy to think 
That thou mayst wander with heaven's breath 
around thee, 
And all the laughing sky I This thought shall yet 
Shine o'er my heart, a radiant amulet, 
Guarding it from despair. Thy bonds are broken, 
And unto me, I know, thy true love's token 
Shall one day be deliverance, tho' the years 
Lie dim between, o'erhung with mists of tears. 
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AltABELLA STUART. IS 

vn. 
My friend, my friend ! where art thoo ? Day by day, 
Gliding, like some dark mournful stream, away, 
My silent youth flows from me. Spring, the while, 
1 Comes and rains beauty on the kin rilin g boughs 
Round hall and hamlet ; Summer, with her smile, 
Fills the green forest ; — young hearts breathe their 

Brothers long parted meet ; fair children rise 
Round the glad board; Hope laughs from loving eyes: 
All this is in the world ! — These joys lie sown, 
The dew of every path — On one alone 
Their freshness may not rail — the stricken deer, 
Dying of thirst with all the waters near. 



Ye are from dingle and fresh glade, ye flowers I 
By some kind hand to cheer my dungeon sent ; 

O'er you the oak shed down the summer showers, 
And the lark's nest was where your bright cups bent, 
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U RECORDS OF WOMAN. 

Quivering to breeze and rain-drop, like the sheen 
Of twilight stars. On yon Heaven's eye hath been, 
Thro' the leaves, pouring its dark sultry bine 
Into your glowing hearts ; the bee to yon 
Hath murmnr'a, and the rill. — My soul grows faint 
With passionate yearning, as its quick dreams paint 
Your haunts by dell and stream, — die green, the free, 
The full of all sweet sound, — the shut from me ! 



There went a swift bird singing put my cell— 
O Love and Freedom I ye are lovely things I 
With yon the peasant on the hills may dwell, 

And by the streams ; bnt I— the blood of kings, 
A proud, unmingling river, thro' my veins 
Flows in lone brightness, — and its gifts are chains ! 
Kings I — I had silent visions of deep bliss, 
Leaving their thrones far distant, and for this 
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MMMMM STDABT. 15 

I am cat under their triumphal ear, 

An insect to be crush'd. — Oh I Heaven is far,— 

Earth pitiless ! 

Dost thou forget me, Seymonr ? I am prov'd. 

So long;, so sternly I Seymonr, my belov'd I 

There are such tales of holy marvels done 

By strong affectum, of deliverance won 

Thro' its prevailing power i Are these things told 

Till the young weep with rapture, and the old 

Wonder, yet dare not doubt, — and tliou, oh ! thou, 

Dost thou forget me in my hope's decay ? — 
Thou canst not I — thro' the silent night, ev n now, 

I, that need prayer so ranch, awake and pray 
Still first for thee. — Oh ! gentle, gentle friend I 
How shall I bear this anguish to the end P 

Aid t— comes there yet no aid ? — the voice of blood 
Passes Heaven's gate, e v'n ere the crimson flood 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



16 RECORDS OF WOMAN. 

Sinks thro' the greensward I — is there not a cry 
From the wrung heart, of power, thro' agony, 
To pierce the clouds ? Hear, Mercy t hear me ! None 
That bleed and weep beneath the smiling sun, 
Have heavier cause ! — yet hear ! — my soul grows 

dark— 
Who hears the last shriek from the sinking bark, 
On the mid seas, and with the storm alone, 
And bearing to th' abyss, unseen, unknown, 
Its freight of human hearts? — th' o'ermasteriug wave! 
Who shall tell how it rush'd — and none to save ? 

Thou hast forsaken me I I feel, I know, 
There would he rescue if this were not so. 
Thou'rt at the chase, thou'rt at the festive board, 
Thou'rt where the red wine free and high is pour'd, 
Thou'rt where the dancers meet! — a magic glass 
Is set within my soul, and proud shapes pass, 
flushing it o'er with pomp from bower and ball ;— 
I see one shadow, stateliest there of all, — 



rf ...Google 



ARABELLA STUART. 17 

Thine! — What dost thou amidst the bright and fair, 
Whispering light words, and mocking my despair ? 
It is not well of thee 1 — my love was more 
Than fiery song may hreathe, deep thought explore, 
And there thou gmilest, while my heart is dying, 
With all its blighted hopes around it lying ; 
Ev'n thou, on whom they hung their last green leaf- 
Yet smile, smile on ! too bright art thou for grief! 

Death ! — what, is death a lock' d andtreasur'd thing, 
Guarded by swords of fire ?* a hidden spring, 
A fabled fruit, that I should thus endure, 
As if the world within me held no cure F 
Wherefore not spread free wings — Heaven, Heaven ! 

controul 
These thoughts — they rush— I look into my soul 
As down a gulph, and tremble at th' array 
Of fierce forma crowding it ! Give strength to pray, 
So shall their dark host pass. 
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18 RECORDS OP WOMAN. 

The storm is srtill'd. 

Father in Heaven ! Thou, only thou, canst sound 
The heart's great deep, with floods of anguish fiU'd, 

For human line too fearfully profound. 
Therefore, forgive, my Father ! if Thy child, 
Rock'd on its heaving darkness, hath grown wild, 
And sinn'd in her despair! It well may he, 
That Thou wouldst lead my spirit back to Thee, 
By the crush' d hope too long on this world pour'd, 
The Stricken love which hath perchance ador'd 
A mortal in Thy place I Now let me strive 
With Thy strong arm no more ! Forgive, forgive t 
Take me to peace 1 

And peace at last is nigh. 

A sign is on my brow, a token sent 
Th' o'erwearied dust, from home : no breeze flits by, 

But calls me with a strange sweet whisper, blent 
Of many mysteries. 
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I lark I the training tone 
Deepens — its word is Death. Alone, alone, 
And sad in youth, bnt chasteu'd, I depart, 
Bowing to heaven. Yet, yet my woman's heart 
Shall wake a spirit and a power to bless, 
fiv'n in this hour's o'enhadowing fearfulness, 
Thee, its first love !— oh ! tender still, and true I 
Be it forgotten if mine anguish threw 
Drops from its bitter fountain on thy name, 
_Tho' but a moment. 

Now, with fainting frame, 
With soul just lingering on the flight began, 
To bind for thee its last dim thoughts in one, 
I bless thee 1 Peace be on thy noble head, 
Years of bright fame, when I am with the dead ! 
I bid this prayer survive me, and retain 
Its might, again to bless thee, and again ! 
Thou hast been gather 'd into my dark fate 
Too much ; too long, for my sake, desolate 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



Hath been thine exiled youth ; but now take back, 
From dying bands, thy freedom, and re-track 
(After a few kind tears for her whose days 
Went out in dreams of thee) the sunny ways 
Of hope, and find thou happiness I Yet send, 
Ev'n then, in silent hours a thought, dear friend 1 
Down to my voiceless chamber ; for thy love 
Hath been to me all gifts of earth above, 
Tho' bought with burning tears I It is the sting 
Of death to leave that vainly-precious thing 
In this cold world 1 What were it then, if thou, 
With thy fond eyes, wert gazing on me now P 
Too keen a pang !— Farewell I and yet once more, 
Farewell ! — the passion of long years I pour 
Into that word ; thou hear'st not, — but the wo 
And fervour of its tones may one day flow 
To thy heart's holy place ; there let them dwell — 
We shall o'orsweep the grave to meet— Farewell ! 
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THE BRIDE OP THE GREEK ISLE.' 



Fni!— rma Greek, u>d bow ihontd I fear death ? 
A slave, and wherefore should I dread my freedom ? 



Come from the woods with the citron-flowers, 
Come with your lyres for the festal hours, 
Maids of bright Scio ! They came, and the breeze 
Bore their sweet songs o'er the Grecian seas; — 
They came, and Eudora stood rob'd and crown'd, 
The bride of the morn, with her train around. 



■ Founded on a tdreuaubuee related in the Second Series of the 
Carinritka of Literature, aod forming part of a picture in tLt 'Tainted 
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Jewels flash' d out from her braided hair, 
Like starry dews midst the roses there ; 
Pearls on her bosom quivering shone, 
Heav'd by her heart thro' its golden zone ; 
But a brow, as those gems of the ocean pale, 
Gleam'd from beneath her transparent veil ; 
Changeful and faint was her fair cheek's hue, 
Tho' clear as a flower which the light looks through ; 
And the glance of her dark resplendent eye, 
For the aspect of woman at times too high, 
Lay floating in mists, which the troubled stream 
Of the soul sent up o'er its fervid beam. 

She look'd on the vine at her father's door, 
Like one that is leaving his native shore ; 
She hung o'er the myrtle once call'd her own, 
As it greenly wav'd by the threshold stone ; 
She turn'd — and her mother's gaze brought back 
Each hue of her childhood's laded track. 
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Oh I hush the song, and let her tears 

Plow to the dream of her early years ! 

Holy and pure are the drops that foil 

When the young bride goes from her father's hall ; 

She goes onto love yet untried and new, 

She parte from love which hath still been true ; 

Mute be the song and the choral strain, 

Till her heart's deep well-spring is clear again ! 

She wept on her mother's faithful breast, 

Like a bahe that sobs itself to rest ; 

She wept — yet laid her hand awhile 

In kit that waited her dawning smile, 

Her soul's affianced, nor cherieh'd leas 

For the gush of nature's tenderness ! 

She lifted her graceful head at last— 

The choking swell of her heart was put; 

And her lovely thoughts from their cells found way 

In the sudden flow of a plaintive lay. < 
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!1 RECORDS Or WOMAN. 

TUB bride's FAREWELL. 

Why do I weep ? — to leave the Tine 

Whose clusters o'er me bead, — 
The myrtle — yet, oh I call it mine I — 

The flowers I lov'd to tend. 
A thousand thoughts of all things dear, 

Like shadows o'er me sweep, 
I leave my sunny childhood here, 

Oh, therefore let me weep t 

I leave thee, sister ! we have play'd 

Thro' many a joyous hour, 
Where the silvery green of the olive shade 

Hung dim o'er fount and bower. 
Yes, thou and I, by stream, by shore, 

In song, in prayer, in sleep, 
Have been as we may be 

Kind sister, let me weep I 
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I leave thee, father t Eve's bright moon 

Must now light other feet, 
With the gather' d grapes, and the lyre in tune, 

Thy homeward step to greet. 
Thou in whose voice, to bless thy child, 

Lay tones of lore so deep, 
Whose eye o'er all my youth hath smiled — 

I leave thee ! let me weep t 

Mother I I leave thee ! on thy breast, 

Pouring out joy and wo, 
I have found that holy place of rest 

Still changeless, — yet I go 1 
Lips, that have lull'd me with your strain, 

Eyes, that have watch'd my sleep 1 
Will earth give love like your* again ? 

Sweet mother I let me weep I 

And like a slight young tree, that throws 
The weight of rain from its drooping boughs, 
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Once more she wept. Bat a changeful thing 
Is the human heart, at a mountain spring, 
That works its way, thro' the torrent's foam, 
To the hright pool near it, the lily's home I. . 
It is well I — die cloud, on her soul that lay, 
Hath molted in glittering drops away. 
Wake again, mingle, sweet flute and lyre I 
She turns to her lover, she leaves her sire. 
Mother ! on earth it must still be so, 
Thou rearest the lovely to see them go ! 

They are moving onward, the bridal throng, 
Ye may track their way by the swells of song ; 
Ye may catch thro' the foliage their white robes' 

gleam, 
Like a swan midst die reeds of a shadowy stream. 
Their anna bear up garlands, their gliding tread 
Is over the deep-vein'd violet's bed ; 
They have light leaves around them, blue skies above. 
An arch for the triumph of youth and love I 
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Still and sweet was the home that stood 
In the flowering depths of a Grecian wood, 
With the soft green light o'er h* lew roof spread, 
As if from the glow of an emerald shed, 
Pouring' thro' liae-learcs that mingled on high, 
Asleep- in the silence of noon's clear sky. 
Citrons amidst their dark foliage gdew'd, 
Making a. gleam roond the lone abode ; 
Laurels o'erhnngit, whose* faintest shiver 
Scatter'd out rays nke a glancing rirec 4 
Stars of the jaamaae ha pillars crwwn'd, 
Vine-stalks its lattice and walls had bound, 
And brightly, before it a fossthins play 
Flung shower* thro' a thicket of glossy has-, 
To a cypress- which rose. in that flashing rain, 
Like one tall shaft of some fallen fane. 

And thither Ianthis had brought bis bride, 
And the guests were met by that fountain-side ; 
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They lifted the veil from. Endora 's face, 
It smiled out softly in pensive grace, 
With lips of love, and a brow serene, 
Meet for the soul of the deep wood-scene.— 
Bring wine, bring' odours I — the board is spread- 
Bring roses I a chaplet for every head I 
The wine-cops foam'd, and the rose was shower' d 
On the young and fair from the world embower'd, 
The sun look'd not on them in that sweet shade, . 
The winds amid scented boughs were laid ; 
But there came by fits, thro' some wavy tree, 
A sound and a gleam of the moaning sea. 

Hush [ be still 1 — was that no more , 
Than the murmur from the shore ? 
Silence ! — did thick rain-drops beat 
On the grass like trampling feet ?-— 
Fling down the goblet, and draw the sword I 
The groves are filled with a pirate-horde 1 
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Thro' tike dim olives their sabres shine ;— 
Now must the red blood strewn for wine ! 

The youths from the banquet to battle sprang, 
The woods with the shriek of the maidens rang ; 
Under the golden-fruited boughs 
There were flashing poniards, and darkening brows, 
Footsteps, o'er garland and lyre that fled; 
And the dying soon on a greensward bed. 

Endora, Eudora ! thou dost not fly ! — 

She saw bat Ianthis before her lie, 

With the blood from his breast in a gushing flow, 

Like a child's large tears in its hoar of wo, 

And a gathering film in his lifted eye, 

That sought his young bride out mournfully. — 

She knelt down beside him, her arms she wound, 

Like tendrils, his drooping neck around, . 

As if the passion of that fond grasp 

Might chain In life with its ivyclasp. 
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Bat t bey tore her -thence in her wild despair, 
The sen's fierce revert— they left him there; 
They left to die fountain a dark-red vein, 
And on the wet violets a pile of slain, 
And a hash of fear thro' the summer-grove,-— 
So clos'd the triumph of youth and love ! 



Gloomy lay the shore that night, 
When the moon, with sleeping light, 
Bath'd each pwple Soiote hill,*— 
Gloomy lay the shore, and still. 
O'er the wave no gay guitar 
Sent its floating music far ; 
No glad aomtd of dancing feet 
Woke, the starry hours to greet. 
But a voice of mortal wo, 
In its changes wild or low, 
Thro' the midnight's blue repose, 
From the sea-heat rooks arose, 
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As Eudora's mother stood 
Gazing o'er th' Egean flood, 
With a fix'd and straining; eye — 
Oh ! was the spoilers' vessel nigh ? 
Yes ! there) becalm'd in silent sleep, 
Dark and alone on a breathless deep, 
On a sea of molten silver dark, 
Brooding 1 it frown' d that evil bark ! 
There its broad pennon a shadow cast, 
Moveless and blank from the tall still mast, 
And the heavy sound of its flapping sail, 
Idly and vainly wooed the gale. 
Hnah'd was all else — had ocean's breast 
Bock'd e'en Eudom that hoar to rest ? 

To rest ? — the wares tremble 1— what piercing cry 
Bursts from the heart of the ship on high P 
What light through the heavens, in a sodden spire) 
Shoots from the deck up ? Fire 1 'tis fire J 
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There are wild forms hurrying to and fro, 

Seen darkly clear on that lurid glow ; 

There are shout, and signal-gun, and call, 

And the dashing of water, — hot fruitless all ! 

Man may not fetter, nor ocean tame 

The might and wrath of the rushing flame I 

It hath twined the mast like a glittering make, 

That coils up a tree from a dusky brake ; 

It hath touch'd the sails, and their canvass rolls 

Away from its breath into shrivell'd scrolls ; 

It hath taken the flag's high place in air, 

And redden'd the stars with its wavy glare, 

And sent oat bright arrows, and aoar'd in glee, 

To a burning mount midst the moonlight sea. 

The swimmers are plunging from stern and prow— 

Kudora, Ettdora I where, where art thou P 

The slave and his master alike are gone. — 

Mother I who stands on the deck alone ? 

The child of thy bosom t— and lo I a brand 

Biasing up high in her lifted hand I 
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And her veil flung back, and her free dark hair 
Sway'd by the flames as they rock and flare, 
And her fragile form to its loftiest height 
Dilated, as if by the spirit's might, 
And her eye with an eagle-gladness fraught,— 
Oh I could this work be of woman wrought ? 
Yea [ 'twas her deed ! — by that haughty smile 
It was her's ! — She hath kindled her funeral pile I 
Never might shame on that bright head be, 
Her blood was the Greek's, and hath made her free. 

Proudly she stands, like an Indian bride 

On the pyre with the holy dead beside ; 

But a shriek from her mother hath caught her ear, 

As the flames to her marriage-robe draw near, 

And starting, she spreads her pale arms in rain 

To the form they must never infold again. 

One moment more, and her hands are clasp'd, 
Fallen is the torch they had wildly grasp'd, 
b2 
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Her linking knee ante Heaven is bew'd, 

And he* last look nia'd thro' the smoke's dim shroud, 

And her lip§ as in prayer far her pardon n 

Now the night g ather* o'er youth and love 1* 



■ Original] j published, m well u severtl Mbcr of then Rwnrdi, 
in the Nm i£o**Uy Magazine. 
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THE SWITZER'8 WIFE. 



Werner Slauffucher, one of the three confederates of the 
leld of GmtlS, had been alarmed by the envy with which 



mice 6f wealth and comfort which distinguiahedbia dwell- 
ing. It m not, however, until round by the entreaties 
of bla wife, a woman who seems to have been of an heroic 
spirit, that he was induced to deliberate with hla friends 
upon the measures by which Switzerland waa Anally de- 
livered. 
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THE SWITZER'S WIFE. 



Nor loot dot tone ravnleth slight 
Bm wonim'i qnielncu of thought ; 
And yet around ber ii ■ light 
Of inwird nwjertj nnd might. 



M. J. J. 



Wer lolcb tin bcrmn semen Busen driicki, 
Df r lunn fur held and hof mil freuden fechten. 

WlI.lHOLM TjLU. 



It was the time when children bound to meet 
Their father's homeward step from field or hill, 

And when the herd's returning bells are sweet 
In the Swiss valleys, and the lakes grow still, 

And the last note of that wild horn awella by, 

"Which haunts the exile's heart with melody. 
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And lovely smil'd full many an Alpine home, 
Tonch'd with the crimson of the dying hour, 

Which lit its low roof by the torrent's foam, 
And pierced its lattice thro' the vine-hung bower ; 

But one, the loveliest o'er the land that rose, 

Then first look'd mournful in its green repose. 

For Werner sat beneath the linden-tree, 

That sent its lulling whispers through his door, 

Ev'n as man sits whose heart alone would be 
With some deep care, and thus can find no more 

Th' accnstom'd joy in all which evening brings, 

Gathering a household with her quiet wings. 

His wife stood hosh'd before him, — sad, yet mild 
In her beseeching mien ; — he marlc'd it not 

The silvery laughter of bis bright-hair'd child 
Rang from the greensward round the shelter'd spot, 

But seetn'd unheard ; until at last the boy 

Rais'd from his heap'd up flowers a glance of joy, 
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And met hia father's face : but then a change 
Pass'd swiftly o'er the brow of infant glee, 

And a quick sense of something dimly strange 
Brought him from play to stand beside the knee 

So often cfimb'd, and lift his loving eyes 

That shone through clouds of sorrowful surprise. 

Then the proud bosom of the strong man shook ; 

But tenderly his babe's fair mother laid 
Her hand on his, and with a pleading look, 

Thro' tears half quivering-, o'er him bent, and said, 
" What grief, dear friend, hath made thy heart its prey, 
That thou shonldst turn thee from our love away ? 

" It is too sad to see thee thus, my friend I 
Mark'st thon the wonder on thy boy's fair brow, 

Missing the smile from thine ? Oh ! cheer thee I bend 
To his soft arms, unseal thy thoughts e'en now ! 

Thon dost not kindly to withhold the share 

Of tried affection in thy secret care." 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



40 RECORDS OF WOMAN. 

He looked up into that sweet earnest face, 
Bat sternly, mournfully : not yet the band 

Was loosen'd from bis soul ; its Inmost place 
Not yet unveil'd by love's o'ermastering hand. 

" Speak low I" he cried, and pointed where on high 

The white Alps glitter' d thro' the solemn sky : 

" We mnst speak low amidst our ancient hills 
And their free torrents ; for the days are come 

When tyranny lies conch'd by forest-rills, 

And meets the shepherd in his mountain-home. 

Go, poor the wine of our own grapes in fear, 

Keep silence by the hearth ! its foes are near. 

" The envy of th' oppressor's eye hath been . 

Upon my heritage. I sit to-night 
Under my household tree, if not serene, 

Yet with the faces best-belov'd in sight: 
To-morrow eve may find me chain 'd, and thee — 
How can I bear the boy's young smiles to see 7" 
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The bright blood left that youthful mother's cheek ; 

Back on the linden-stem she lean'd her form, 
And her lip trembled, as it strove to speak, 

Like a. frail harp-string, shaken by the storm. 
'Twos but a moment, and the ffcintness pass'd, 
And the free Alpine spirit woke at last. 

And alie, that ever thro' her home had mov'd 
With the meek thoughtfulnesg and quiet smile 

Of woman, calmly loving and belov'd, 
And timid in her happiness the while, 

Stood brightly forth, and stedfastly, that hour, 

Her clear glance kindling into sudden power. 

Ay, pale she stood, but with an eye of light, 
And took her fair child to her holy breast, 

And lifted her soft voice, that gather' d might * 

As it found language: — "Are we thus oppress'dp 

Then must we rise upon our mountain-sod, 

And man must arm, and woman call on God t 
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" I know what thou wouldst do, — and be it done ! 

Thy soul is darken' d with its fears for me. 
Trust me to Heaven, my husband t — this, thy son, 

The babe whom I have born thee, most be free ! 
And the sweet memory of our pleasant hearth 
May well giro strength — if aught be strong on earth. 

" Thou hast been brooding o'er the silent dread 
Of my desponding tears ; now lift once more, 

My hunter of the hills I thy stately head, 
And let thine eagle glance my joy restore I 

I can bear all, bat seeing thee subdued, — 

Take to thee back thine own undaunted mood. 

" Go. forth beside the waters, and along 
The chamois-paths, and thro' the forests go ; 

And tell, in burning words, thy tale of wrong 
To the brave hearts that midst the hamlets glow. 

God shall be with thee, my belov'd I — Away t 

Bless but thy child, and leave me, — I can pray I" 
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He sprang up like a warrior-youth awaking 
To clarion-Bounds upon the ringing air ; 

He canght her to his breast, while proud tears breaking 
From his dark eyes, fell o'er her braided hair, — 

And " Worthy art thou," was his joyous cry, 

" That man for thee should gird himself to die. 

" My bride, my wife, the mother of my child ! 

Now shall thy name be armour to my heart ; 
And this our land, by chains no more defiled, 

Be taught of thee to choose the better part ! 
I go — thy spirit on my words shall dwell, 
Thy gentle voice shall stir the Alps — Farewell !" 

And thus they parted, by the quiet lake, 

In the clear starlight : he, the strength to rouse 

Of the free hills ; she, thoughtful for his sake, 
To rode her child beneath the whispering boughs 

Singing its blue, half-curtain 'd eyes to sleep, 

With a low hymn, amidst the stillness deep. 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



PROPEHZIA ROSSI. 



Properzla Rossi, ■ celebrated female sculptor of Bo- 
logna, possessed also of talent* for poetry and music, died 
In consequence of an unrequited attachment — A painting 
Ijt Duds, represents her showing her lust work, a basso- 
relievo of Ariadne, to a Roman Knight, the object of her 
afltctum, who regards it with InolHersnc* 
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PBOPERZIA ROSSI. 



Of my aonl'a lofty gift* 1 Are they not rain 

To quench its haunting thirst for happineei ? 
Have I not lor'd, and rtriven, and tail'd to bind 
One true heart onto me, whereon my own 
Might find a teating-plece, a home for all 
Iti burden of aSsctioni? I depart, 
Unknown, tho' Fame goe* with me ; I mart lean 
The earth unknown. Yet it maybe that death 
Shall give my name a power to win luch teen 



One dream of passion and of beauty more 1 
And in its bright fulfilment let me poor 
My soul away I Let earth retain a trace 
Of that which lit my being, tho' its race 
Might have been loftier far. — Yet one more d 
From my deep spirit one victorious gleam 
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Ere I depart ! For thee alone, for thee ! 

May this last work, this farewell triumph be, 

Thou, lov'd so vainly I I would leave enshrined 

Something immortal of my heart and mind, 

That yet may speak to thee when I am gone, 

Shaking thine inmost bosom with a tone 

Of lost affection ; — something that may prove 

What she hath been, whose melancholy love 

On thee was lavish' d ; silent pang and tear, 

And fervent song, that gush'd when none were near, 

And dream by night, and weary thought by day, 

Stealing the brightness from her life away, — 

While thou— —Awake ! not yet within me die, 

Under the burden and the agony 

Of this vain tenderness, — my spirit, wake ! 

Ev'n for thy sorrowful affection's sake, 

Live ! in thy work breathe oat 1 — that he may yet, 

Feeling sad mastery there, perchance regret 

Thine unrequited gift. 
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II. 

It comes, — the power 
- Within me born, flows back ; my fruitless dower 
That could not win me lore. Yet once again 
I greet it proudly, with its rushing train 
Of glorious images ; — they throng — they press — 
A sudden joy lights np my loneliness, — 
I shall not perish all ! 

The bright work grows 
Beneath my hand, unfolding, as a rose, 
Leaf after leaf, to beauty ; line by line, 
I fix my thought, heart, soul, to born, to shine, 
Thro' the pale marble's veins. It grows — and now 
I give my own life's history to thy brow, 
Forsaken Ariadne ! thou shalt wear 
My form, my lineaments ; but oh ! more fair, 
Touch'd into lovelier being by the glow 

Which in me dwells, as by the summer-light 
All things are glorified. From thee my wo 

Shall yet look beautiful to meet bis sight, 
c 
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When I am pass'd away. Thou art the mould 

Wherein I pour the fervent thoughts, th' untold, 

The self-consuming I Speak to him of me, 

Thou, the deserted by the lonely sea, 

With the soft sadness of tains earnest eye, 

Speak to him, lorn one ! deeply, mournfully, 

Of all my lore and grief 1 Oh 1 could I throw 

Into thy frame a voice, a sweet, and low, 

And thrilling voice of song ! when he came nigh, 

To send the passion of its melody 

Thro' his pierc'd bosom — on its tones to bear 

My life's deep feeling, as the southern air 

Wafts the faint myrtle's breath, — to rise, to swell, 

To sink away in accents of farewell, 

Winning but one, one gnsh of tears, whose flow 

Surely my parted spirit yet might know, 

If love be strong as death ! 
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m. 

Now fair thou art, 
Thou form, whose life is of my burning heart ! 
Yet all the vision that within me wrought, 

I cannot make thee ! Oh ! I might have given 
Birth to creations of far nobler thought, 

I might have kindled, with the fire of heaven, 
Things not of such as die ! But I have been 
Too much alone ; a heart whereon to lean, 
With, all these deep affections, that o'erflow 
My aching soul, and find no shore below ; 
An eye to be my star, a voice to bring 
Hope o'er my path, like sounds that breathe of spring-, 
These are denied me — dreamt of still in vain, — 
Therefore my brief aspirings from the chain, 
Are ever bnt as some wild fitful song, 
Rising triumphantly, to die ere long 
In dirge-like echoes. 
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IV. 

Yet the world will see 
Little of this, my parting work, in thee, 

Thou shah hare fame ! Oh, mockery ! give the reed 
From storms a shelter, — give the drooping vine 
Something round which its tendrils may entwine, — 

Give the parch'd flower a rain-drop, and the meed 
Of lore's kind words to woman 1 Worthless fame ! 
That in his bosom wins not for my name 
Tli' abiding-place it aek'd i Yet how my heart, 
In its own fairy world of song and art, 
Once beat for praise I — Are those high longings o'er ? 
That which. I have been can I be no more ? — 
Never, oh ! never more ; tho' still thy sky 
Be blue as then, my glorious Italy ! 
And tho' the music, whose rich breathings fill 
Thine air with soul, be wandering past me still, 
And tho' the mantle of thy sunlight streams, 
Unchang'd on forms, instinct with poet-dreams ; 
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Never, oh.! never more! Where'er I move, 

The shadow of this broken-hearted love 

Is on me and around I Too well they know, 

Whose life is all within, too soon and well, 
When there the blight hath settled ; — but I go 

Under the silent wings of peace to dwell ; 
From the slow wasting, front the lonely pain, 
The inward burning of those words — " in vain," 

Sear'd on the heart — I go, 'Twill soon be past, 
Sunshine, and song, and bright Italian heaven, 

And thou, oh ! thou, on whom my spirit cast 
Unvalued wealth, — who know'st not what was given 
In that derotedness, — the sad, and deep, 
And unrepaid — farewell I If I could weep 
Once, only once, belov'd one ! on thy breast, 
Pouring my heart forth ere I sink to rest ! 
But that were happiness, and onto me 
Earth's gift is /ante. Yet I was form'd to be 
So richly blest t With thee to watch the sky, 
Speaking not, feeling but that thou wert nigh ; 
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With thee to listen, while the tones of song 

Swept ev'n as part of our sweet air along, 

To listen silently ; — with thee to gaze 

On forms, the deified of olden days, 

This had been joy enough , — and hoar by hoar, 

From its glad well-springs drinking life aod power, 

How had my spirit eoar'd, and made its fame 

A glory for thy brow! — Dreams, dreams ! — the fire 
Barns faint within me. Yet I leave- my name*'- 

As a deep thrill may linger on the lyre 
When its foil chords are hosh'd — awhile to live, 
And one day haply in thy heart revive 
Sad thoughts of me : — I leave it, with a sound, 
A spell o'er memory, mournfully profound, 
I leave it, on my country's air to dwell,— 
Say proudly yet — " 'Twos Iter's tcko lov'd me neU!" 
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GERTRUDE, 
OR FIDELITY TILL DEATH. 



The Baron Von Der Wirt, accused, though it in be- 
lieved unjustly , as an accomplice in the assassination of the 
Emperor Albert, was bound alive on the wheel, end at- 
tended by hie wife Gertrude, throughout hie last agoniz- 
ing honre, with the most heroic devotednesa. Her own 
tnneiiugs, with those of her unfortunate husband, are 
most sffectingly described in a letter which she afterwards 
addressed to a female friend, end which Was published some 
years ago, at Haarlem, in a book entitled Gertrude Von 
Der Wart, or Fidelity unto Death. 
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GERTRUDE, 
OR FIDELITY TILL DEATH. 



Dark bwtn Dai fate , 
And terrible the itorm that gather! o'er dij 
But nothing, till that lutes! "gony 

Th« nx"d ud Mfittd hold. In thy dark prinon-hoiue, 

In tin terrific fees of armed law, 

Yet, od the "caftbld, if it neede mnit be, 

I never will foneke thee. 

JoxvtiA BllUIl. 



Her hands were clasp'd, her dark eyes rais'd, 
Tie breeze threw back her hair ; 

Up to the fearful wheel she ga« ' d — 
All that she lov'd was there. 
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The night was round her clear and cold. 

The holy heaven above, 
Its pale stars watching to behold 

The might of earthly love. 

" And hid me not depart," she cried, 

" My Rudolph, say not so ! 
This is no time to quit thy side, 

Peace, peace ! I cannot go. 
Hath the world aught for me to fear, 

When death is on thy brow P 
The world t what means it 7 —mine is here-— 

I will not leave thee now. 

" I have been with thee in thine hour 

Of glory and of bliss ; 
Doubt not its memory's living power 

To strengthen me thro' this ! 
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And thou, mine honour d lore and true, 

Bear on, bear nobly on 1 
We have the blessed heaven in view, 

Whose rest shall soon be won." 

And were not these high words to flow 

From woman's breaking heart ? 
Thro' all that night of bitterest wo 

She bore her lofty part ; 
Bat oh I with such a glaring eye, 

With such a curdling cheek — ■ 
Love, love ! of mortal agony, 

Thou, only thou shonldst speak ! 

The wind rose high, — but with it rose 
Her voice, that he might hear: 

Perchance that dark hour brought repose 
To happy bosoms near; 
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While she sat striving with despair 

Beside his tortured form, 
And pouring her deep soul in prayer 

Forth on the rushing storm. 

She wiped the death-damps from his brow, 

With her pnJe.hands and soft, 
Whose touch npon the late-chords low, 

Had still'd his heart so oft. 
She spread her mantle o'er his breast, 

She bath'd his lips with dew, 
And on bis cheek such kisses press'd 

As hope and joy ne'er knew. 

Oh ! lovely are ye, Love and Faith, 

Enduring to the last 1 
She bad her meed — one smile in death— 

AudVhiB worn spirit pass'd. 
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While ev'u as o'er a martyr's grave 

She knelt on that sad spot, 
And, weeping, bless' d the God who gave 

Strength to forsake it not t 
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The jonng forgot the lemma they had learnt, 

And lov'd when the; thonld bite, — like thee, ImekU !* 

Italy, a Poem. 

Vvm U bell* Donna, t par ehe donna. 



Ws have the myrtle's breath around us here, 

Amidst the fallen pillars ; — this hath been 
Some Naiad's fane of old. How brightly, clear, 

Flinging a vein of silver o'er the scene, 
Up thro' die shadowy grass, the fountain wells, 

And music with it, gushing from beneath 
The ivied altar I — that sweet murmur tells 

The rich wild flowers no tale of wo or death ; 
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Yet once the wave was darkeu'd, and a stain 
Lay deep, and heavy drops — but not of rain — 
On the dim violets by its marble bed, 
And the pale shining water-lily' a head. 

Sad is that legend's troth. — A Mr girl met 

One whom she lov'd, by this lone temple's spring, 
J 11st as the sun behind the pine-grove set, 

And eve's low voice in whispers woke, to bring 
All wanderers home. They stood, that gentle pair, 

With the blue heaven of Italy above, 
And citron-odours dying on the air, 

And light leaves trembling round, and early love 
Deep in each breast. — What reck'd their souls of 

strife 
Between their fathers P Unto them young life 
Spread out the treasures of its vernal years ; 
And if they wept, they wept far other tears 
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Than the cold world wrings forth. They Mood, 

that hour, 
Speaking of hope, while tree, and fount, and flower, 
And star, just gleaming thro' the cypress bough*, 
Seem'd holy things, ai records of their vows. 

Bnt change came o'er the scene. A hurrying tread 

Broke on the wbispery shades. Imelda knew 
The footstep of her brother's wrath, and fled 
. Up where the cedars make yon avenue 
Pirn with green twilight: pausing there, she caught — 
Was it the clash of swords P — a swift dark thought 

Struck down her lip's rich crimson as it pass'd, 
And from her eye the sonny sparkle took 
One moment with its fearfulness, and shook 

Her slight frame fiercely, as a stormy blast 
Might rock the rose. Once more, and yet once more, 
She still'd her heart to listen, — all was o'er t 
Sweet summer winds alone were heard to sigh, 
Bearing the nightingale's deep spirit by. 
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That night Imelda's voice was in the song, 
Lovely it floated thro' the festive throng, 
Peopling her father's halls. That fatal night 
Her eye look'd starry in its dazzling light, 
And her cheek glow'd with beauty's flushing dyes, 
Like a rich cloud of eve in. southern skies, 
A burning, ruby cloud. There were, whose gaze 
Follow'd her form beneath the clear lamp's blaze, 
And marvel! d at its radiance. But a few 
Beheld the brightness of that feverish hoe, 
With something of dim fear ; and in that glance 

Found strange and sudden tokens of unrest, 
Startling to meet amidst the mazy dance, 

Where thought, if present, an unbidden guest, 
Comes not unmask'd. Howe'er this were, the time 
Sped as it speeds with joy, and grief, and crime 
Alike : and when the banquet's hall was left 
Unto its garlands of their bloom bereft, 
When trembling stars look'd silvery in their wane, 
And heavy flowers yet slumber' d, once again 
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There stole a footstep, fleet, and light, and lone, 
Thro' the dim cedar shade ; the step of one 
That started at a leaf, of one that fled, 
Of one that panted with some secret dread : — 
What did Imelda there ? She sought the scene 
Where love so late with youth and hope had been ; 
Bodings were on her soul — a shuddering thrill 
Ran thro' each vein, when first the Naiad's rill 
Met her with melody — sweet sounds and low ; 
We hear them yet, they live along its flow — 
Her voice is music lost I The fountain-side 
' She gain'd — the wave flaah'd forth — i'twas darkly 
dyed 
Ev'n as from warrior-hearts ; and on its edge, 

Amidst the fern, and flowers, and moss-tufts deep, 
There lay, as lnll'd by stream and rustling sedge, 

A youth, a graceful youth. "Oh! dost thou sleep ? 
" Azzo !" she cried, " my Aizo ! is this rest ?" 
But then her low tones falter'd : — " On thy breast 
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Is the stun, — yes, 'tis blood !— and that cold cheek — 
Tout moveless lip ! — thou dost not slumber?— «peak, 
Speak, Asso, my belov'd 1 — no sound — no breath — 
What hath come thus between our spirits ? — Death ! 
Death? — I but dream — I dream!" — and there she 

stood, 
A feint, frail trembler, gaaang first on mood, 
With her lair aim around yon cypress thrown, 
Her form sustain 'd by that dark stem alone, 
And lading fast, like spell-struck maid of old, 
Into white waves dissolving, clear and cold ; 
When from the grass her dimm'd eye caught a 

'Twas where a sword lay shiver'd by the stream, — 
Her brother's sword ! — she knew it ; and she knew 
'Twos with a venom'd point that weapon slew ! 
Wo for young love ! But love is strong. There 

Strength upon woman's fragile heart and frame. 
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There came swift courage 1 On the dewy ground 
She knelt, with all her dark hair floating round, 
Like a long silken stole ; she knelt, and press' d 
Her lips of glowing life to Azzo's breast, 
Drawing the poison forth. A strange, sad sight ! 
Pale death, and fearless love, and solemn night ! — 
So the moon saw them last. 

The morn came singing 

Thro' the green forests of the Appenines, 
With all her joyous birds their free flight winging, 

And steps and voices out amongst the Tines. 
What found that day-spring here 9 Two fair forms 

laid 
Like sculptured sleepers ; from the myrtle shade 
Casting a gleam of beauty o'er the wave, 
Still, mournful, sweet. Were such things for the 

grave? 
Could it be so indeed P That radiant girl, 
Deck'd as for bridal hours ! — long braids of pearl 
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Amidst her shadowy locks wore faintly shining, 

As tears might shine, with melancholy light ; 
And there was gold her slender waist entwining ; 

And her pale graceful arms — how sadly bright ! 
And fiery gems upon her breast were lying, 
And round her marble brow red roses dying. — 
Hut she died first ! — the violet's hue had spread 

O'er her sweet eyelids with repose oppreas'd, 
She had bow'd heavily her gentle head, 

And, on the youth's hnsh'd bosom, sunk to rest. 
So slept they well ! — the poison's work was done ; 
Love with true heart had striven— but Death had won. 
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EDITH, 

A TALE OF THE WOODS." 

Dii Heilige! rufcdein Kind mrilck ! 
Ich hibe gpDiKicn du iiduche Gliick, 
3ch tube gelebt und gnliebet. 

WuiiNRini. 

The woods — oh ! solemn are the boundless woods 

Of the great Western World, when day declines, 
And louder sounds the roll of distant floods, 

More deep the rustling of the ancient pines ; 
When dimness gathers on the stilly air, 

And mystery seems o'er every leaf to brood, 
Awful it is for human heart to bear 

The might and burden of the solitude ! 

* Founded on incident! leUted in an American work, " Sketches 
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Yet, in that hour, midst those green wastes, there 

One young and lair ; and oh ! how desolate ! 
But undismay'd ; while sank the crimson light, 
And the high cedars darken' d with the night. 
Alone she sate : tho' many lay around, 
They, pale and silent on the bloody ground, * 
Were sever'd from her need and from her wo, 

Far as Death severs Life. O'w that wild spot 
Combat had rag'd, and brought the valiant low, 

And left them, with the history of their lot, 
Unto the forest oaks. A fearful scene 
For her whose home of other days had been 
Midst the fair halls of England I but the love 

Which fill'd her soul was strong to cast ont fear, 
And by its might upborne all else above, 

She shrank not — nwrk'd not that the dead were 
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Of him alone she thought, whose languid head 

Faintly upon her wedded bosom fell ; 
Memory of aught but him on earth was fled, 

While heavily she felt bis lile-blood well 
Fast o'er her garments forth, and vainly bound 
With her torn robe and hair the streaming wound, 
Yet hoped, still hoped ! — Oh ! from such hope how long 

Affection wooes the whispers that deceive, 
Ev'n when the pressure of dismay grows strong, 

And we, that weep, watch, tremble, ne'er believe 
The blow indeed can fall ! So bow'd she there, 
Over the dying, while unconscious prayer 
Fill'd all her soul. Now pour'd the moonlight down, 
Venning the pine-stems thro' the foliage brown, 
And fire-flies, kindling up the leafy place, 
Cast fitful radiance o'er the warrior's face, 
Whereby she caught its changes : to her eye, 

The eye that faded look'd through gathering haze, 
Whence love, o'ermastering mortal agony, 
Lifted a long deep melancholy gaze, 
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When voice was not : that fond sad meaning pass'd — 

She knew the fulness of her wo at last ! 

One shriek the forests heard, — and mute she lay, 

And cold ; yet clasping still the precious clay 

To her scarce-heaving breast. O Love and Death .' 

Ye have sad meetings on this changeful earth, 

Many and sad ! bnt airs of heavenly breath 

Shall melt the links which bind yon, for yonr birth 

Is far apart. 

Now light, of richer hue 
Than the moon sheds, came flushing mist and dew ; 
The pines grew red with morning ; fresh winds play'd, 
Bright- colour d birds with splendour cross' d the shade, 
Flitting on flower-like wings ; glad murmurs broke 

From reed, and spray, and leaf, the living strings 
Of earth's Eolian lyre, whose music woke 

Into young life and joy all happy things. 
And she too woke from that long dreamless trance, 
The widow'd Edith : fearfully her glance 
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Fell, m in doubt, on faces dark and strange, 
And dusky forms. A sadden sense of change 
Flash' d o'er her spirit, ev"n ere memory swept 
The tide of anguish back with thoughts that slept ; 
Yet half instinctively she rose, and spread 
Her arms, as 'twere for something lost or fled, 
Then faintly sank again. The forest-bough, 
With all its whispers, wav'd not o'er her now, — 
Where was she P Midst the people of the wild, 

By the red hunter's fire ; an aged chief, 
Whose home look'd sad — for therein play'd no child — 

Had borne her, in the stillness of her grief, 
To that lone cabin of tho woods ; and there, 
Won by a form so desolately fair, 
Or touch' d with thoughts from some past sorrow sprung, 
O'er her low couch an Indian matron hung, 
While in grave silence, yet with earnest eye, 
The ancient warrior of the waste stood by, 
Bending in watchfnlneas his proud grey head, 

And leaning on his bow. 
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And Hfe return d, 
Life, bat with all its memories of the dad, 

To Edith's heart ; and well die sufferer learn'd 
Her task of meek endurance, well she ware 
The chasten'd grief that humbly can adore, 
Midst blinding tears. But ante that old pair, 
Ev'n as a breath of spring's awakening air, 
Her jfresence was ; or as a sweet wild tune 
Bringing back tender thoughts, which all toe soon 
Depart with childhood. Badly they had seen 

A daughter to the land of spirits go, 
And ever from that time her fading mien, 

And voice, like winds of summer, soft and low, 
Had haunted their dim years ; but Edith's race 
Now look'd in holy sweetness from her place, 
And they again seem'd parents. Oh ! the joy, 
The rich, deep blessedness — 'tfco' earth's alloy, 
Fear, that still bodes, be there— of pouring forth 
The heart's whole power of lore, it* wealth and 
worth 
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Of strong affection, in one healthful flow, 
On something all its own ! — that kindly glow, 
Which to shut inward is consuming pain, 
Gives the glad soul' its flowering time again, 
When, like the sunshine, freed. — And gentle cares 
Th' adopted Edith meekly gave for theirs 
Who Wd her thus : — her spirit dwelt, the wlule, 
With the departed, and her patient smile 
Spoke of farewells to earth ; — yet still she pray'd, 
Ev 11 o'er her soldier's lowly grave, for aid 
One purpose to fulfil, to leave one trace 
Brightly recording that her dwelling-place 
Had been among the wilds ; for well she knew 
The secret whisper of her bosom true, 
Which wam'd her hence. 

And now, by many a word 
Link'd unto moments when the heart was stirr'd. 
By the sweet mourntalness of many a hymn, 
Sung when the woods at ere grew hosh'd and dim, 
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By the persuasion of her fervent eye, 

All eloquent with child-like piety, 

By the still beauty of her life, she strove 

To win for heaven, and heaven-born truth, the lore 

Pour'd out on her so freely. — Nor in vain 

Was that soft-breathing; influence to enchain 

The soul in gentle bonds : by slow degrees 

Light follow' d on, as when a summer breeze 

Parts the deep masses of the forest shade 

And lets the sunbeam through : — her voice was made 

Ey 'n such a breeze ; and she, a lowly guide, 

By nuth and sorrow rais'd and purified, 

So to the Cross her Indian fosterers led, ' 

Until their prayers were one. When morning spread 

O'er the blue lake, and when the sunset's glow 

Tonch'd into golden bronze the cypress-bough, 

And when the quiet of the Sabbath time 

Sank on her heart, tho' no melodious chime 

Waken'd the wilderness, their prayers were one. 

— Now might she pass in hope, her work was done. 
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And she «w« passing from the woods any -, 

The broken flower of England might not stay 

Amidst those alien shades ; her eye was bright 

Ev'n yet with something of a starry light, 

But her form wasted, and her fair yonng cheek 

Wore oft and patiently a fatal streak, 

A rose whose root was death. The parting sigh 

Of autumn thro' the forests had gone by, 

And the rich maple o'er her wanderings lone 

Its crimson leaves in many a shower had strown, 

Flushing the air ; and winter's blast had been 

Amidst the pines ; and now a softer green 

Fring'd their dark boughs ; for spring again had come, 

The sonny spring t but Edith to her home 

Was journeying fast. Alas ! we think it sad 

To part with life, when all the earth looks glad 

In her yonng lovely things, when voices break 

Into sweet sounds, and leaves and blossoms wake : 

Is it not brighter then, In that far clime 

Where graves are not, nor blights of changeful, time, 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



78 RECORDS OP WOMAN. 

If here such glory dwell with passing blooms, 
Such golden sunshine rest around the tombs ? 
So thought the dying one. 'Twas early day, 
And Bounds and odours with the breeses' play, 
Whispering of spring-time, thro' the cabin-door, 
Unto her couch life's farewell sweetness bore ; 
Then with a look where all her hope awoke, 
" My father !" — to the grey-hauVd chief she spoke — 
" Kuow'st thou that I depart?" — " I know, I know," 
He answer'd mournfully, " that thou must go 
To thy beloy'd, my daughter I" — " Sorrow not 

Forme, kind mother!" with meek smiles once more 
She murmur \i in low tones ; " one happy lot 

Awaits, us, friends ! upon the better shore ; 
For we have pray 'd together in one trust, 
And lifted our frail spirits from the dust, 
To God, who gave them. Lay me by mine own, 
Under the cedar-shade : where he is gone 
Thither I go. There will my sisters be, 
And the dead parents, lisping at whose knee 
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My childhood's prayer m leara'd,— the Saviour's 

prayer 
Which now ye know, and I shall meet you there, 
Father, and gentle soother ! — ya have hound 
The bruised reed, and mercy shall be found 
By Mercy's i:hihirett."f-Frflui the matron's eye 
Dropp'd tears, her solo and passionate reply ; 
But Edith felt them not; for now a sleep, 
Solemnly beautiful, a stillness deep, 
Fell on her settled face. Then, sod and Blow, 
And mantling up bis stately bead in wo, 
" Thon'rt passing hence," ho sang, that warrior old, 
In sounds like those by plaintive waters rolFd. 



" Thou'rt passing from the lake's green side, 

And the hunter's hearth away ; 
For the time of flowers, for the summer's pride, 

Daughter ! thou canst not stay. 
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Thou'rt journeying to thy spirit's home, 
Where the skies are ever dear ; 

The corn-month's golden hours -will come, 
But they shall not find thee here. 

And we shall miss thy voice, my bird I 

Under our whispering pine ; 
Music shall midst the leaves be beard, 

Bnt not a song like thine. . 

A breeze that roves o'er stream and hill, 

Telling of winter gone, 
Hath such sweet falls — yet caught we still 

A farewell in its fame. 

But thou, my bright one I thou shalt be 
Where farewell sounds are o'er ; 

Thou, in the eyes thou lov'st, shalt see 
No fear of parting more. 
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The mosey grave thy tears have wet, 
And the wind's wild inoanings by, 

Thou with thy kindred shalt forget, 
Midst flowers — not such as die. 

The shadow from thy brow shall melt, 

The sorrow from thy strain, 
But where thine earthly smile hath dwelt, 

Our hearts shall thirst in vain. 

Dim will our cabin be, and lone, 

When Aon, its light, .art fled ; 
Yet hath thy step the pathway shown 

Unto the happy dead. 

And we will follow thee, our guide t 
And join that shining band ; 

Thou'rt passing from the lake's green side- 
Go to the better land!" 
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The song had ceaa'd — the listeners caught no breath, 
That lovely sleep had melted into death. 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



TOW IHDIAH CITY. 



THE INDIAN CITY.* 



Wbnt deep woundi erer clos'd without • nr ? 
The hnrt'i bleed longest, md but heal to wear 
That which disSgura it. 

Child,. JIaraU. 



Royal in splendour went down the day 

On the plain where an Indian city lay, 

With its crown of domes o'er the forest high, ■ 

Red as if fused in the buramg sky, 

And its deep groves pierced by the rays which made 

A bright stream's way thro' each long arcade, 

Till the pillar'd vaults of the Banian stood, 

Like torch-lit aisles midst the solemn wood, 

* From a tale in Forbea'i Oriental Memoir). 
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And the plantain glitter' d with leaves of gold, 

As a tree midst the genii-gardens old, 

And the cypress lifted a blazing spire, 

And the sterna of the cocoas were shafts of fire. 

Many a white pagoda's gleam 

Slept lovely round npon lake and stream, 

Broken alone by the lotus-flowers, 

As they caught the glow of the son's last hours, 

Like rosy wine in their cups, and shed 

Its glory forth on their crystal bed. 

Many a graceful Hindoo maid, 

With the water-vase from the palmy shade, 

Came gliding light as the desert's roe, 

Down marble steps to the tanks below ; 

And a cool sweet plashing was ever heard, 

As the molten glass of the wave was stirr'd ; 

And a mnrmtir, thrilling the scented air, 

Told where the Bramin bow'd in prayer. 
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There wandered a noble Modem boy 
Thro' the scene of beauty in breathless joy ; 
He gazed where the stately city rose 
Like a pageant of clouds in its red repose ; 
He tnrn'd where birds thro' the gorgeous glooi 
Of the woods went glancing on starry plume ; 
He track'd the brink of the shining lake, 
By the tall canes feathered in toft and brake, 
Till the path he chose, in its mases wonnd 
To the very heart of the holy ground. 

And there lay the water, as if enshrin'd 
In a rocky urn from the son and wind. 
Bearing the hues of the grove on high, 
Far down thro' its dark still purity. 
The flood beyond, to the fiery west 
Spread out like a metal-mirror's breast, 
But that lone bay, in its dimness deep, 
Seem'd made for the swimmer's joyous leap, 
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For the stag athirst from the noontide dome, 
For all free things of the wild-wood's race. 

Like a falcon's glance on the wide bine sky, 
Wat the kindling flash of the boy's glad eye, 
Like a sea-bird's flight to the foaming ware, 
From the shadowy bank was the bound he gave ; 
Dashing the spray-drops, cold and white, 
O'er the glossy leaves in hit voting delight, 
And bowing his locks to the waters clear — 
Alas ! he dreamt not that fate was near. 

His mother look'd from her tent the while, 

O'er heaven and earth with a quiet smile : 

She, on her way unto Mecca's fane, 

Had stay'd the march of her pilgrim-train, 

Calmly to linger a few brief hours, 

In the Bramin city's glorious bowers ; 

For the pomp of the forest, the wave's bright fall, 

The red gold of sunset — she lov'd them all. 
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II. 

The moon rose dear in the splendour given 
To the deep-blue night of an Indian heaven; 
The boy from the high-arch'd woods came bade — 
Oh ! what had he met in hie lonely track p 
The serpent's glance, thro' the long reeds bright P 
The arrowy spring of the tiger's might ? 
No ! — yet as one by a conflict worn, 
With bis graceful hair all soil'd and torn, 
And a gloom on the lids of Ms darken'd eye, 
And a gash on his bosom — he came to die I 
He look'd for the race to his young heart sweet, 
And found it, and sank at his mother's feet. 

" Speak to me 1 — whence doth the swift blood run ? 

What hath berall'n thee, my child, my son ?" 

The mist of death on his brow lay pale, 

But his voice just liuger'd to breathe the tale, 

Murmuring faintly of wrongs and scorn, 

An d wounds from the children of Brahma born : 
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This was the doom for a Moslem found 
With foot profane on their holy ground, 
This was for gullying the pore waves free 
Unto them alone— 'twas their God's decree. 

A change came o'er his wandering look — 

The mother shriek' d not then, nor shook : 

Breathless she knelt in her son's young blood, 

Rending her mantle to staunch its flood ; 

But it rush'd like a river which none may stay, 

Bearing a flower to the deep away. 

That which our love to the earth would chain, 

Fearfully striving with Heaven in vain, 

That which fades from us, while yet we hold, 

Clasp'd to our bosoms, its mortal mould, 

Was fleeting before her, afar and fast ; 

One moment — the soul from the face had pass'd ! 



Are there no words for that o 

— Ask of the thousands, its depths that know 1 
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The boy had breathed, in his dreaming rest, 

Like a low -voiced dove, on her gentle breast ; 

He had stood, when she sorrow'd, beside her knee, 

Painfully stilling his quick heart's glee ; 

He had kisa'd from her cheek the widow's tears, 

With the loving lip of his infant years ; 

He had smil'd o'er her path like a bright spring-day— 

Nov in his blood on the earth he lay 1 

Murder 'd ! — Alas I and we love so well 

In a world where anguish like this can dwell ! 

She bow'd down mutely o'er her dead! — 
They that stood round her watch'd in dread ; 
They watch'd — she knew not they were by — 
Her soul sat veil'd in its agony. 
On the silent Up she preea'd no kiss, 
Too stern was the grasp of her pangs for this ; 
She shed no tear as her face bent low, 
O'er the shining hair of the lifeless brow ; 
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She look'd but into the half-shut eye, 
With a gaae that found there no reply, 
And shrieking, mantled her head from sight, 
And fell, struck, down by her sorrow's might ! 

And what deep change,' what work of power, 
Was wrought on her secret soul that hour ? 
How rose tie lonely one ? — She rose 
Like a prophetess from dark repose 1 
And proudly flung from her face the veil, 
And shook the hair from her forehead pale, 
And 'midst her wondering handmaids stood, 
With the sadden glance of a dauntless mood. 
Ay, lifting up to the midnight sky 
A brow in its regal passion high, 
With a close and rigid grasp she press'd 
The blood-stain' d robe to her hearing breast, 
And said — " Not yet — not yet I weep, 
Not yet my spirit shall sink or sleep, 
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Not till yon city, in ruins rent, 

Be piled for its victim's monument. 

— Cover his dost ! bear it on before ! 

It snail visit those temple-gates once more." 

And sway in the train of the dead she tura'd, 
The strength of her step was the heart that bnrn'd ; 
And the Bramin groves in the starlight smil'd, 
Ai the mother pass'd with her slaughter 'd child. 



Hark ! a wild sound of the desert's horn 
Thro' the woods round the Indian city borne, 
A peal of the cymbal and tambour afar — 
War ! 'tis the gathering of Moslem war ! 
The Bramin look'd from the leagner'd towers — 
He saw the wild archer amidst his bowers ; 
And the lake that flash' d through the plan tain shade, 
As the light of the lances along it play'd ; 
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And the canes that shook as if winds were high, 
When the fiery steed of the waste swept by ; 
And the camp as it lay, like a billowy sea, 
Wide round the sheltering Banian tree. 

There stood one tent from the rest apart — 
That was the place of a wounded heart. 
— Oh ! deep is a wounded heart, and strong 
A voice that cries against mighty wrong ; 
And full of death, as a hot wind's blight, 
Doth the ire of a crush' d affection light. 

Maimuna from realm to realm bad pass'd, 
And her tale had rang like a trumpet's blast. 
There had been words from her pale lips pour'd, 
Each one a spell to unsheath the sword. 
The Tartar had sprang from bis steed to hear, 
And the dark chief of Araby gTasp'd his spear, 
Till a chain of long lances begirt the wall, 
And a tow was recorded that doom'd its tall. 
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Back with the dust of her son she came, 

When her voice had kindled that lightning flame ; 

She came in the might of a queenly foe, 

Banner, and javelin, and bended bow ; 

But a deeper power on her forehead sate — 

There Bought the warrior his star of fate ; 

Her eye's wild flash through the tented line 

Was hail'd as a spirit and a sign, 

And the faintest tone from her lip was caught, 

As a Sybil's breath of prophetic thought. 

Vain, bitter glory ! — the gift of grief, 
That lights up vengeance to find relief, 
Transient and faithless t — it cannot fill 
So the deep void of the heart, nor still 
The yearning left by a broken tie, 
That haunted fever of which we die ! 

Sickening she tura'd from her sad renown, 
As a king in death might reject his crown ; 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



94 RECORDS OF WOMAJJ. 

Slowly the strength of the walls garo way — 
She wither d faster, from day to day. 
All the proud sonnds of that baoner'd plain, 
To stay the flight of her soul were Tain ; 
Like an eagle caged, it had striven, and worn 
The frail dust ne'er for gnch conflicts born, 
Till the ban were rent, and the hour was come 
For its fearful rushing thro' darkness home. 

The bright gun net in his pomp and pride, 
As on that eve when the fair boy died ; 
She gazed from her couch, and a softness fell 
O'er her weary heart with the day's farewell ;■ 
She spoke, and her roice in its dying tone 
Had an echo of feelings that long eeem'd flown. 
She murniur'd a low sweet cradle song, 
Strange midst the din of a warrior throng, 
A song of the time when her boy's young cheek 
Had glow'd on her breast in its slumber meek ; 
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Bat something which breathed from that mournful 

strain 
Sent a fitful gust o'er her soul again, 
And starting as if from a dream, she cried — 
" Give him proud burial at my side ! 
There, by yon lake, where the palm-boughs wave, 
When the temples are fallen, make there our 

grave." 

And the temples fell, tho' the spirit pass'd, 
That stay'd not for victory's voice at last ; 
When the day was won for the martyr-dead, 
For the broken heart, and the bright blood shed. 

Thro' the gates of the vanquish'd the Tartar steed 

Bore in the avenger with foaming speed ; 

Free swept the flame thro' the idol-fanes, 

And the streams glo w'd red, as from warrior-veins, 

And the sword of the Moslem, let loose to slay, 

Like the panther leapt on its flying prey, 
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Till a city of ruin begirt the shade, 

Where the bay and his mother at rest vera laid. 

Palace and tower on that plain were left, 
Like Allen trees by the lightning cleft ; 
The wild vine mantled the stately square, 
The Rajah's throne was the serpent's lair, 
And the jungle grass o'er the altar sprung — 
This was the work of one deep heart wrung ! 
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— —That I ■ but one plica in the world. 
Thither where be bee buried ! 



Tint angle «po t it the whole earth to me. 



Or witer but ths desert. 



Thbre went a warrior's funeral thro' the night, 

A waving of tall plumes, a ruddy light 

Of torches, fitfully and wildly thrown 

From the high woods, along the sweeping Rhone, 

Far down the waters. Heavily and dead, 

Under the moaning trees the horse-hoofs tread 

x 
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In muffled sounds upon the greensward fell, 
As chieftains pa&s'd ; and solemnly the sweQ 
Of the deep requiem, o'er the gleaming river 
Borne with the gale, and with the leaves low shiver, 
Floated and died. Proud mourners there, yet pale, 

Wore man's mute anguish sternly, — but of one 
Oh ! who shall speak ? What words Am brow unveil r 

A father following to the grave his son ! 
That is no grief to picture I Sad and slow, 

Thro' the wood-shadows moved the knightly train, 
With youth's fair form upon the bier laid low, 

Fair even when found, amidst the bloody slain, 
Stretch'd by its broken lance. They reached the lone 

Baronial chapel, where the forest gloom 
Fell heaviest, for the massy boughs had grown 

Into thick archways, as to vault the tomb. 
Stately they trod the hollow ringing aisle, 
A strange deep echo shuddered thro' the pile, 
Till crested heads at last, in silence bent 
Round the De Comas' antique n 
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When dust to dust was given : — and Aymer slept 

Beneath the drooping banners of his line, 
WhoM broidered folds the Syrian wind had swept 

Proudly and oft o'er fields of Palestine : 
So the sad rite was clos'd. — The sculptor gave 
Trophies, ere long, to dock that lordly grave, 
And the pale image of a youth, arrayed 
As warri o rs are for fight, bat calmly laid 

In slumber on his shield. — Then nil was done, 
AH still, around the dead— His name was beard 
Perchance when wine-cups flow'd, and hearts were 
sthyd 

By some old song, or tale of battle won, 
Told round the hearth : but in his father's breast 
Manhood's high passions woke again, and press' d 
On to their mark ; and in his friend's clear eye 
There dwelt no shadow of a dream gone by ; 
And with the brethren of Ms fields, the feast 
Was gay as when the voice whose sounds had ceas'd 
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Mingled with theirs. — Ev'n thus life's rushing tide 
Bears back affection from the grave's dark side ; 
Alas ! to think of this I — the heart's void place 

Filled up so soon 1 — «o like a summer-cloud, 
All that we lov'd to pass and leave no' trace I— 

He lav forgotten in his early shroud. 
Forgotten ? — aot of all 1 — the sunny smile 
Glancing in play o'er that proud lip erewhile, 
And the dark locks whose breezy waving threw 
A gladness round, whene'er their shade withdrew 
From the bright brow ; and all the sweetness lying 

Within that eagle-eye's jet radiance deep, 
And all the music with that young voice dying, 

Whose joyous echoes made the quick heart leap 
As at a hunter's bugle — these things lived 
Still in one breast, whose silent love survived 
The pomps of kindred sorrow. — Day by day, 
On Aymer's tomb fresh flowers in garlands lay, 
Thro' the dim fane soft summer-odours breathing, 
And all the pale sepulchral trophies wreathing, 
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And with a flush of deeper brilliance glowing 
In the rich light, like molten rubies flowing 
Thro' storied windows down. The violet there 
■ Might speak of love — a secret love and lowly, 
And the rose image all things fleet and fair, 
And the feint passion-flower, the sad and holy, 
TeU of diviner hopes. But whose light hand, 
As for an altar, wove the radiant band ? 
Whose gentle nurture brought, from hidden dells, 
That gem-like wealth of blossoms and sweet bells, 
To blush thro' every season ? — Blight and chill 
Blight touch the changing woods, but duly still, 
For years, those gorgeous coronals renewed, 

And brightly clasping marble spear and helm, 
Even thro' mid-winter, filled the solitude 

With a strange smile, a glow of summer's realm. 
Surely some fond and fervent heart was pouring 
Its youth's Tain worship on the dust, adoring 
Iq lone derotedness \ 
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* One spring-morn rose, 

And found, within that tomb'l proud shadow laid— 
Oh ! not as midst the vineyards, to repose 

From the fierce noon— a dark-hair' d peasant maid : 
Who could reveal her story ? — That still face 

Had onoe been fair; for on the clear arch'd brow, 
And the curv'd Up, there lingered yet such grace 

As sculpture gives its dreams ; and long and low 
The deep black lashes, o'er the half-shut eye— 
For death was on its lids — fell mournfully. 
But the cold cheek was sunk, the raven hair 
Dimm'd, the slight form all wasted, as by care- 
Whence came that early hiight?— Her kindred's. 

place 
Was not amidst the high De Conm raoe ; 
Yet there her shrine had bees !— She grajp'd a 



The tomb's last garland I— This was lore in death I 
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An Indian woman, driven to despair by her husband's 
desertion of her far another wife, entered a canoe with 
her children, and rowed it down the Mississippi toward* a 
cataract. Her voice wan heard from the shore ■'"£■"; a 
mournful death-song, until overpowered by the sound of 
the waters in whl<* she perished. The tale is -m i sted 

In Lang's JS gpUtan to the mw of St Petty'i Star. 
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INDIAN WOMAN'S DEATH-SONG. 



Nan, je ne pail fine »y« un coeur brui. D but que je rah— t e 
)i joie, et que je m'nniwt tax aprito libra de l'*ir. 

Mbt/JUMa* 

Troubled by Maduu oi Gun. 

Let not ray child be ■ girl, for very ud ii the life of i vodul 



Down a broad river of the western wilds, 
Piercing thick forest glooms, a light canoe 
Swept with the current ; fearful was the speed 
Of the frail baric, as by a tempest's wing 
Borne leaf-like on to where the mist of spray 
Rose with the cataract's thunder. — Yet within, 
Proudly, and dauntlessly, and all alone, 
Save that a babe lay sleeping at her breast, 
A woman stood : upon her Indian brow 
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Sat a strange gladness, and her dark hair wav'd 
As if triumphantly. She presa'd her child, 
la Its bright slumber, to her beating heart, 
And lifted her sweet voice, that rose awhile 
Above the sound of waters, high and clear, 
Wafting a wild proud strain, her song of death. 

Roll swiftly to the Spirit's land, thou mighty stream 

and free ! 
Father of ancient waters," roll ! and bear oar lives 
with thee I 
. The weary bird that storms have toss'd, would 
seek the sunshine's calm, 
'/- And the deer that hath the arrow's hart, flies to 
the woods of balm. 

' Roll on I — ■ my warrior's eye had) look'd upon 

another's face, 

And mine hath faded from Ms soul, as fades a 

moonbeam's trace ; 

i2 

fan &~t&---H*-^ 
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My shadow comes not e'er bin path, my whkper 

to his dream, 
He flings away the broken reed — toll drifter yet, 

The voice that spoke of other days k hosh'd within 

Aw li roast, 
But mine its lonely maaic hasmts, sad will not let 

me rest; 
It sings a low sad monrtafbl ion§ of gladness that 

is gone, 
I nonet live without that light— Father of waves t 

roll on I 

Will he not miss the bounding step that met him 

from the chase ? 
The heart of love that made his home an ever 

sunny place ? 
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ll* brad that spr*ad the knitter's board, and 

deck'd his conch of yore ?— 
Ho in II not I—- roll, dark foaming stream, onto thp 

better shore ! 

Same He-*ed fount amidst tie woods «f that 
bright land moat flow, 

Whom waters from my son! may lave due me- 
mory of this wo; 

Soma gentle wind moot whisper theme, whose 
breath may waft away 

'ilia harden of the heavy night, the sadness of the 
day. 

And thou, my babel tho' born, like me, for 

woman's weary lot, 
Smile I —to that wasting of the heart* my own ! I 

leave thee not; 
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Too bright a thing art thou to pine in aching' love 

away, 
Thy mother bears thee far, young- Fawn 1 from 

sorrow and decay. 

She bears thee to the glorious bowers where none 

are heard to weep, 
And where th' unkind one hath no power again to 

trouble sleep ; 
And where the soul shaHfind its youth, as wakening 

from a dre am,— 
One moment, and that realm Is ours — On, on, dark 

rolling stream t • ' 
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Jeanne d'Aru avait en la joie de *oir a Chalons quel- 
ques amis de son enfance. Une jolo pins ineffable encore 
1'altendnJt 4 Rheims, ao adn de aan triomuhe i Jacques 
d'Arc, ho pere y «e Ooqth, anaaitot qua da tronpea de 
Charles VII. y fiirent entree*; et comme lea deui freTea 
de natre Heroine l'anlent accompagnfea, alls n vit, poor 
on Inatut an milieu de aa flunllle, daneleebna dun 
pen Tartneoz. Vfc de Jtaatt d'Arc. 
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JOAN OF ABC, IN RHEIMS. 



Thou bait a dunned cup, O Fami ! 
A draught that aaaplhl high, 

And i I to lift this earth-bom frame 

Above mortality: 
Away! torn 



That was a joyous day in Rheims of old, 
When peal on peal of mighty music roll'd 
Forth from her throng'd cathedral ; while around, 
A multitude, whose billows made no sound, 
Chain'd to a hush of wonder, tho' elate 
With victory, listen'd at their temple's gate. 
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And what was dene within ? — within, the light 

Thro', the rich gloom of pictured windows flawing, 
Tinged with soft awfnlaesa a stately sight, 

The chivalry of France, their proad heads bowing 
In martial vassalage I— while midst that ring, 
And shadaw'd by ancestral tombs, a king 
Reoeiv'd his birthright's crown. For this, the hymn 

Swell' d out like rushing waters, and the day 
With the sweet censer's misty breath grew dim, 

As thro' long aisles it floated o'er th' array 
Of arms and sweeping stoles. Bat who, alone 
And nnapproach'd, beside the altar-stone, 
With the white banner, forth like sunshine streaming, 
And the gold helm, thro' clouds of fragrance gleaming, 
Silent and radiant stood ? — the helm was rais'd, 
And the fair face reveal' d, that upward gaz'd, 

Intensely worshipping : — a still, clear face, 
Yowthful, but brightly solemn 1 — Woman's cheek 
And brow were there, in deep devotion meek, 

Yet glorified with inspiration's trace 
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On its pore paleness; while, enthron'd above, 

The pictnr'd virgin, with her smile of lore, 

Seem'd bending o'er her votaress. — That slight form ! 

Was that the leader thro' (he battle storm ? 

Had the soft light in that adoring eye, 

Guided the warrior where the swords flash'd high P 

'Twas so, even so t— and thou, the shepherd's child, 

Joanne, the lowly dreamer of the wild ! 

Never before, and never since that hoar, 

Hath woman, mantled with victorious power, 

Stood forth as thou beside the shrine didst stand, 

Holy amidst the knighthood of the land ; 

And beautiful with joy and with renown, 

Lift thy white banner o'er the olden crown, 

Ransom'd for France by thee t 

The rites are done. 
Now let die dome with trumpet-notes be shaken, 
And bid the echoes of the tombs awaken, 

And come thon forth, that Heaven's rejoicing snn 
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May give thee welcome from thine own blue does, 

Daughter of victory I — A triumphaDt strain, 
A proud rich stream of warlike melodies, 

Gosh'd thro' the portals of the antique fane, 
And forth she uame. — Then rose a nation's sound— - 
Oh ! what a power to hid the quick heart bound, 
The wind bears onward with the stormy cheer 
Man gives to glory on her high career 1 
Is there indeed such power ? — far deeper dwells 
In one kind household voice, to reach the cells 
Whence happiness flows forth ! — The shouts that fill'd 
The hollow heaven tempestuously, were still'd 
One moment ; and in that brief pause, the tone, 
As of a breeze that o'er her home had blown, 
Sank on the bright maid's heart. — " Joanne 1" — Who 

Like those whose childhood with her childhood grew 
Under one roof?—" Joanne !" — that murmur broke 
With sounds of weeping forth I — She tnm'd — she 
knew 
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Beside her, ftark'd from &U like thousands time, 

In the calm booty of hi* silver hair, 

The stately shepherd ; and the youth, whom joy 

From his dark eye flash' d proudly ; and the boy, 

The youngest-bom, that ever lov'd her beat ; 

" Father I and ye, my brothers 1" — Ok the breast 

Of that grey aire she sank — and swiftly back, 

Ev'n in an instant, to their native track 

Her free thought* flowed. — She saw. the pomp BO 



The plumes, the banners : — to her cabin-door, 
And to the Fairy's fountain in the glade, 8 
Where her young sisters by her side had play 'd, 
And to her hamlet's chapel, where it rose 
Hallowing the forest unto deep repose. 
Her spirit turn'd. — The very wood-note, rang 

In early spring-time by the bint which dwelt 
Where o'er her father's roof the beech-leaves hong. 

Wis in her heart ; a music heard and felt, 
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Winning her back to nature. — She unbound 
The helm of many battles from her head, 
And, with her bright locks bow'd to sweep the 
ground, 
Lifting her voice up, wept for joy, and said,— 
" Bless me, my father, bless me ! and with thee, 
To the still cabin and tine beechen-tree, 
Let me return !" 

Oh 1 never did thine eye 
Thro' the green haunts of happy infancy 
Wander again, Joanne 1— too mach of feme 
Had shed it* radiance on thy peasant-name ; 
And bought alone by gifts beyond all price, 
The trusting heart's repose, the paradise 
Of home with all its lores, doth fate allow 
The crown of glory onto woman's brow. 
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To die for what we love '. — Oh ! there is power 
Id the true heart, and pride, and joy, for tiu ; 
It i* to Uvt without the veniah'd light 
That atrenglh ia needed. 

Cod trapun a] trepamr d'nn Gionio 
Delia vita mortal i) fiors e'i verde. 

TaW. 



Along the star-lit Seine went music swelling, 
Till the sir thrill' d with its exulting mirth ; 

Proudly it floated, even as if no dwelling' 

For cares or stricken hearts were found on earth ; 

And a glad sound the measure lightly beat, 

A happy chime of many dancing feet. 
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For in a palace of the land that night, 

Lamps, and fresh roses, and green leaves were hung, 
And from the painted walls a stream of light 

On fifing fornta beneath soft splendour flung : 
But loveliest far amidst the revel's pride 
Was one, the lady from the Danube-side.' 

Pauline, the meekly bright t — tho' now no more 

Her clear eye flash' d with youth's all tameless glee, 
Yet something holier than its dayspring wore, 
There in soft rest lay beautiful to see ; 
. A charm with graver, tenderer, sweetness fraught — 
The blending of deep love and matron thought. 

Thro' the gay throng she moved, serenely fair, 
And such calm joy as fills a moonlight sky, 

Sate on her brow beneath its graceful hair, 
As her young daughter in the dance went by, 

With the fleet step of one tbast yet hath known 

Smiles and kind voices in this world alone. 
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Lnrk'd there no secret boding in her breast ? 

Did no Aunt whisper warn of evil nigh ? 
Such oft awake when most the heart seems blest 

Midst the light laughter of festivity : 
Whence come those tones I — Alas 1 enough we know, 
To mingle fear with all triumphal show I 

Who spoke of evil, when voting feet were firing 
In fairy rings around the echoing hall? 

Soft airs thro' braided locks in perfume sighing, 
(Had pulses beating unto music's call ? 

Silence ! — the minstrels pause — and hark I a sound, 

A strange quick rustling which their notes had 
drown'd I 

And lo I a light upon the dancers breaking— 
Not such their clear and silvery lamps had shed ! 

From the gay dream of revelry awaking, 

One moment holds them still in breathless dread ; 
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The wild fierce lustre grow*— then burst* a cry- 
Fire I thro' the hall and round it gathering — fly ! 



And forth they rush— as chased by sword and 



To the green coverts of th*e garden-bowers ; 
A gorgeous masque of pageantry and fear, 

Startling the birds and trampling down the 
flowers: 
While from the dome behind, red sparkles driven 
Pierce the dark stillness of the midnight heaven. 

And where is she, Pauline ? — the hurrying throng 
Have swept her onward, as a stormy blast 

Might sweep some faint o'erwearied bird along— 
Till now the threshold of that death is past, 

And free she stands beneath the starry sides, 

Calling her child— but no sweet voice replies. 
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"Bertha I where art thou? — Speak, oh! speak, 
my own!" 
Alas !' unconscious of her pangs the while, 
The gentle girl, in fear's cold grasp alone, 

Powerless hath sunk within the blazing pile ; 
A young bright form, deck'd gloriously for death, 
With flowers all shrinking from the flame's fierce 
breath! 

But oh ! thy strength, deep We I — there is no power 
To stay the mother from that rolling grave, 

Tho' fast on high the fiery volumes tower, 

And forth, like banners, from each lattice ware. 

Back, back she rushes thro' a host combined—' 

Mighty is anguish, with affection twined ! 

And what bold step may follow, midst the roar 
Of the red billows, o'er their prey that rise ? 

None"! — Courage there stood still — and never more 
Did those fair forms emerge on human eyes 1 
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Was one brief meeting theirs, ohb wild farewell ?' 
And died they heart to heart? — Oh! who can 

tell? 

Freshly and cloudlessly the morning broke 
On that sad palace, midst its pleasure-shades ; 

Its painted roofs had sunk — yet black with smoke 
And lonely stood its marble colonnades : 

But yester-eve their shafts with wreaths were 
bound — 

Now lay the scene one shrivell'd scroll around I 

And bore the ruins no recording; trace 

Of all that woman's heart had dared and done ? 

Yes I there were gems to mark its mortal place, 
That forth from dust and ashes dimly shone 1 

Those had the mother on her gentle breast, 

Worn round her child's fair image, there at rest. 
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And they were all I — ike tender and the true 

Left this alone her sacrifice to prove, 
Hallowing the spot where mirth once lightly- flew, 

To deep, lone, chasten' d thoughts of grief and love. 
Oh ! we have need of patient faith below, 
To dear away the mysterit* of inch wo t 
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Juaoa, author of the Emperor Clark. V., upon the 
death of her husband, Philip the Hmfeonn of Auitria, 
who bad treated her with uniform neglect, had hii bod; 
laid upon a bad of Male in a magnificent drew, and being 
possessed with the Idea Oat It wuold revive, watched it 
for a length of time incessantly, waiting for the moment 
of returning lifot 
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It ia but dust thou look'rt upon. Thi» loir, 
This wild tnd pwonaM idolatry, 
Whit doth it in the ahidow of th* grave ? 
- ~-m*f GMher it buk within th; londy hart. 
So must it ever end ; too much wa giva 
Unto the things thit perish. 



The night- wind shook the tapestry round an ancient 

palace-room, 
And torches, as it rose and fell, waved thro' the 

gorgeous gloom, 
And o'er a shadowy regal couch threw fitful gleams 

and red, 
Where a woman with long raven hair sat watching 

by the dead. 
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Pale shone the features of the dead, yet glorious 

still to see, 
Like a hunter or a chief struck down while his 

heart and step were free ; 
No shroud he wore, no robe of death, but there 

majestic lay, 
Proudly and sadly glittering in royalty's array. 

But she that with the dark hair watch 'd by the cold 

h lumberer's side, 
On her wan cheek no beauty dwelt, and in her 

garb no pride ; 
Only her full impassion' d eyesas o'er that day she bent, 
A wildness and a tenderness in strange resplendence 

blent. 

And as the swift thoughts cross'd her soul, like 

shadows of a cloud, 
Amidst the silent room of death, the dreamer spoke 
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She spoke to him who could sot hear, and cried, 

" Thou yet wilt wake., 
And learn my watching* and my tears, belov'd 

one ! for thy sake. 

" They told me this was death, bnt well I knew it 

coaldnotbe; 
Fairest and stateliest of the earth 1 who spoke of 

death for thee f 
They would hare wrapt the funeral shroud thy 

gallant form around, 
But I forbade — and there thon art, a monarch, 

rob'd and crown'd I 

" With all thy bright locks gleaming still, their 

coronal beneath, 
And thy brow so proudly beautiful — ■ irbo said that 

this was death ? 
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Silence hath been upon thy tipt, and stillness round 

thee long, 
But the hopeful spirit in my breast is all undimm'd 

and strong. 

" 1 know thon hast not lord me yet; I am not fan- 
like thee, 

The very glance of Those clear eye threw round a 
light of glee! 

A frail and drooping form is mine — a cold unsmiling 
cheek, 

Oh ! I have but a woman's heart, wherewith thy 
heart to seek. 

" But when thou wak'st, my prince, my lord ! and 

bear'st how I hare kept 
A lonely vigil by thy side, and o'er thee pray'd 

and wept ; 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



How in one long deep dream of thee my nights 

and days have put, 
Surely that humble, patient love must win back 

love at last ! 

" And thou wilt smile — my own, my own, shall 

be the sunny smile, 
Which brightly fell, and joyously, on all but me 

erewhile .' 
No more in vain affection's thirst my weary soul 

shall pine — 
' Oh ! years of hope deferr'd were paid by one fond 

glance of thine 1 

" Thoult meet me with that radiant look when 

thou comest from the chase, 
For me, for me, in festal halls it shall kindle o'er 

thy face! 
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Thoult reck no more tho' beauty's gift mine aspect 

may not bless ; 
In thy kind eyes this deep, deep love, shall give 

me loveliness. 

" Bnt wake ! my heart within me burns, yet once 

more to rejoice 
In the sound to which it ever leap'd, the music of 

thy voice : 
Awake ! I sit in solitude, that thy first look and tone, 
And the gladness of thine opening eyes may all be 

mine alone." 

In the still chambers of the dust, thus poar'd forth 

day by day, 
The passion of that loving dream from a troubled , 

soul found way, 
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Until the nhadows of the grave had swap t o'er 

every grace, 
Left midst the awMaess of death on the princely 

form and face. 

And slowly broke the fearfkl truth open the watch- 
er's breast, 

And they bore away die royal dead 1 with requiems 
to his rest, 

With banners and with knightly plumes afl wav- 



t a woman's broken heart was left in its lone 
despair behind. 
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A fearful gift upon thy hnrt is laid. 
Woman | — ■ paver to aafftr and to lose, 
Therefore than » cant pity. 



Wildly and mournfully the Indian drum 

On the deep hush of moonlight forests broke ; — 
" Sing ns a death-suu^, for thine hour is come," — 

So the red warriors to their captive spoke. 
Still, and amidst those dusky forms alone, 

A youth, a fair-hair'd youth of England stood. 
Like a king's ion ; tho' from his cheek had flown 

The mantling crimson of the island-blood, 
And his press' d lips krok'd marble. — 'Fiercely bright, 
And high around him, blaz'd the fires of night, 
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Rocking beneath the cedars to and fro, 

As the wind pass'd, and with a fitful glow 

Lighting the victim's face ; — But who could tell 

Of what within his secret heart befel, 

Known but to heaven that hour ? — Perchance a 

thought 
Of his far home then so intensely wrought, 
That its fall image, pictured to Iris eye 
On the dark ground of mortal agony, 
Rose clear as day ! — and he might see the band, 
Of his young sisters wandering hand in hand, 
Where the laburnums droop'd ; or haply binding 
The jasmine, up the door's low pillars winding ; ■ 
Or, as day dos'd upon their gentle mirth, 
Gathering with braided hair, around the hearth 
Where sat their mother ; — and that mother's face 
Its grave sweet smile yet wearing in the place 
Where so it ever smiled ! — Perchance the prayer 
Learn' d at her knee came back on his despair ; 
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The blessing from her voice, the very tone 

Of her " Good-night' might breathe from boyhood 

He started and look'd up ; — thick cypress boughs 

Full of strange sound, wav'd o'er him, darkly red 
In the broad stormy firelight ; — savage brows, 
■ With tall plumes crested and wild hues o'erspread, 
Girt him like feverish phantoms ; and pale stars 
Look'd thro' the branches as thro' dungeon bars, 
Shedding no hope. — He knew, he felt his doom — 
Oh I what a tale to shadow with its gloom 
That happy hall in England [ — Idle fear ! 
Would the winds tell it F — Who might dream or hear 
Hie secret of the forests ? — To the stake 

They bound him ; and that proud young soldier 
strove 
His father's spirit in his breast to wake, 

Trusting to die in silence I He, the love 
Of many hearts 1 — the fondly rear'd, — the fair, 
Gladdening all eyes to see ! — And fetter'd there 
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He stood betide his death-pyre, and the brand 
Darned np to light it, in the chieftain's band. 
■ He thought upon his God — Hush t hark !— a cry 
Breaks on the stern and dread solemnity, — 
A atop hath pierc'd the ring 1 — Who dares intrude 
On the dark hunters in their vengeful mood ? — 
A girl — a young alight girl — a tawn-like child 
Of green Savannas and the leafy wild, 
Springing umnark'd till then, as some lone flower, 
Happy because the sanshine is its dower ; 
Yet one that knew how early tears are shed, — 
For hers had mourn' d a playmate brother dead. 

She bad sat gazing on the victim long. 
Until the pity of her son! grew strong ; 
And, by its passion's deepening fervour sway'd, 
Ev'n to the stake she rush'd, and gently laid 
His bright head on her bosom, and around 
His form her slender arms to shield it wound 
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Like close Liannes ; then rais'd her glittering eye 
And clear-toned voice that said, " He shall not die '." 

" He shall not die 1" — the gloomy forest thrill' d 
To that sweet sound. A sudden wonder fell 
On the fierce throng ; and heart and hand were still'd, 

Struck down, as by the whisper of a spell. 
They gaz'd, — their dark so*ds eow'd before the maid, 
She of the dancing step in wood and glade 1 
And, as her cheek flush'd thro' Its olive hue, 
As her black tresses tat the night-wind flew, 
Something o'ermaster'd them from that young mien — 
Something of heaven, n silence felt and seen ; 
And seeming, to their child-like faith, a token 
That the Great Spirit by her voice had spoken. 

They loos'd the bonds that held their captive's breath ; 
From hk pale laps they took the cup of death; 
They qoench'd the brand beneath the cypress tree ; 
"Away," they cried, " young stranger, thou art free!" 
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^— ^— Art thou then desolate ? 
Of friend*, of Lopes forsaken? — Come to me I 

I am thine mm Have trusted heart! prov'd false? 

Flatterers deceiv'd thee ? Wanderer, come to me ! 

Why didst thou ever leave me ? Know'et thou all 

I would have borne, and call'd it joy to bear, 

For thy Bake ? Know'«t thou that thy voice had power 

To shake me with a thrill of happiness 

By one kind tone ?— to £11 mine eyes with tears 

Of yearning love ? And tboo — oh ! thou didst throw 

That cruah'd affection back upon my heart 4— 

Yet come to me ! — it died not 



She knelt in prayer. A stream of sunset fell 
Thro' the stain 'd window of her lonely cell, 
And with its rich, deep, melancholy glow 
Flushing her cheek and pale Madonna- brow, 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



COBTANZA. 137 

While o'er her long 1 hair's flowing jet it threw 
Bright waves of gold — the autuum forest's hue — 
Seem'd all a vision's mist of glory, spread 
By painting's touch around some holy head, 
Virgin's or fairest martyr's. In her eye, 
Which glanced as dark clear water to the sky, 
What solemn fervour lived ! And yet what wo, 
Lay like some buried thing, still seen below 
The glassy tide ! Oh ! he that could reveal 
What life had taught that chasten'd heart to feel 
Might speak indeed of woman's blighted years, 
And wasted love, and vainly bitter tears ! 
Bnt she had told her griefs to heaven alone, 
And of the gentle saint no more was known, 
Than that she fled the world's cold breath, and made 
A temple of the pine and chestnut shade, 
Filling its depths with soul, whene'er her hymn 
Rose thro' each murmur of the green, and dim, 
And ancient solitude ; where hidden streams 
Went moaning thro' the grass, like sounds in dreams, 
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Music for weary hearts ! Midst leaves ami flowers 
She dwelt, and knew all secrets of their powers. 
All nature's balms, wherewith her gliding tread 
To the sick peasant on his lowly bed, 
Came, and brought hope ; while scarce of mortal birth 
He deeni'd the pale fair form, that held on earth 
o but with grief. 



Ere long a cell, 
A rock-hewn chapel rose, a cross of stone 
Gleam' d thro' the dark trees o'er a sparkling well, 

And a sweet voice, of rich, yet mournful tone, 
Told the Calabrian wilds, that duly there 
Costanxa lifted her sad heart in prayer. 
And now 'twas prayer's own hour. That voice again 
Thro' the dim foliage sent its heavenly strain, 
That made the cypress quiver where it stood 
In day's last crimson soaring from the wood 
Like spiry flame. But as the bright snn sot, 
Other and wilder sounds in tumult met 
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The floating sang;. Strang* sounds!— the trumpet's peal, 
Made hoUew by the rocks ; the clash of steel, - 
The rallying war-cry- — In the mountain-pass, 
There had been combat ; blood was on the grass, 
Banners had strewn the waters ; chiefs lay dying, 
And the pine-branches crash d before the flying. 

And all wag changed within the still retreat, 
Costarica's home : — there enter' d hurrying feet, 
Dark looks of shame and sorrow ; mail-clad men, 
Stern fugitives from that wild battle-glen, 
Scaring the ringdoves from the porch-roof, bore 
A wounded warrior in ; the rocky floor 
Gave back deep echoes to bis clanging sword, 
As there they laid their leader, and implor'd 
The sweet saint's prayers to hetl him ; then for flight, 
Thro' the wide forest and the mantling night, 
Sped breathlessly again. — They pass'd — but he, 
The stateliest of a host—alas ! to tee 
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What mothers' eyei have watch'd in rosy sleep 
Till joy, for very fulness, turn'd to weep, 
Tuns changed ! — a fearful thing I His golden crest 
Was shiver' ii, and the bright scarf on his breast- 
Some costly love-gift — rent : — but what of these ? 
There were the clustering raven-locks — the breeze 
As it came in thro' lime and myrtle flowers, 
Might scarcely lift them — steep'd in bloody showers 
So heavily upon the pallid clay 
Of the damp cheek they hung ! the eyes' dark ray — 
Where was it P — and the lips t — they gasp'd apart, 
With their light curve, as from the chisel's art, 
Still proudly beautiful ! bat that white hue — 
Was it not death's ? — that stillness — that cold dew 
On the scarr'd forehead F Mo 1 his spirit broke 
From its deep trance ere long, yet bat awoke 
To wander in wild dreams ; and there he lay, 
By the fierce fever as a green reed shaken, 
The haughty chief of thousands — the forsaken 
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Of all rave one ! — She fled not. Day by day — 
Such hours are woman's birthright — she, unknown, 
Kept watch beside him, fearless and alone ; 
Binding his wounds, and oft in silence laving 
His brow with tears that mourn'd the strong man's 

raring. 
He felt tbem not, nor mark'd the light veil'd form 
Still hovering nigh ; yet sometimes, when that storm 

Of frenzy sank, her voice, in tones as low 
As a young mother's by the cradle singing, 
Would sooth him with sweet aves, gently bringing 

Moments of slumber, when the fiery glow 
Ebb'd from his hollow cheek. 

At last faint gleams 
Of memory dawn'd upon the cloud of dreams. 
And feebly lifting, as a child, his head, 
And gazing round him from bis leafy bed, 
He imirmur'd forth, " Where am 1 ? What soft strain 
Pass'd, like a breeze, across my burning brain ? 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



112 BBCOKBS OF WOMAN. 

Back from my youth H floated, with a tone 
Of life's first mask, and a thought of one — 
Where is she now P and where the gauds of pride 
Whom hollow splendour lured me from her side ? 
All lost ! — and this is death ! — I cannot die 
Without forgiveness from that mournful eye I 
Away! the earth hath lost her. Was #A* born 
To brook abandonment, to strive with both ? 
My first, my holiest lore I — her broken heart 
Lies low, aad I— onpardon'd X depart." 

But then Costanxa rais'd the shadowy veil 
From her dark locks and features brightly pale, 
And stood before him with a smile— oh ! ne'er 
Did aught that smiled so much of sadness wear — 
And said, <* Cesario I look on me; I live 
To say my heart hath hied, and eon forgive. 
I loved thee with stub, worship, such dees* trust 
As should be Heaven's alone-r-and Heaven is jest I 
I bless thee — he at peace!" 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



C08TAK3A. 143 

But o'er his frame 
Too fast the strong tide rash'd — the sudden shame, 
The joy, th' amaze !— he bow'd his head— it fell 
On the wrong'd bosom which had lov'd so well ; 
And love still perfect, gave him refuge there, — 
His last joint breath just wav'd her floating hair. 
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MADELINE. 

C TALE.* 



Who ahonld it be?— Where shoaldit thon look for kindtM* ? 

When we are lick where can we turn for succour, 

When we are wretched where can we complain ; 

And when the world looki cold and early on us, 

Where can we go to meet > warmer eye 

With such sure confidence el to a mother ? 

JtlAHKA BaiLT.il. 



* My child, my child, thou leav'st me ! — I shall hear 
The gentle voice no more that blest mine ear 
With its first utterance ; I shall miss the sound 
Of thy light step amidst the flowers around, 

■ Originally publiahed in the Literary Souvenir for 1BS8. 
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And thy soft-breathing hymn at twilight's close, 

And thy " Good-night" at parting for repose. 

Under the vine-leaves I shall sit alone, 

And the low breeze will have a mournful tone 

Amidst their tendrils, while I think of thee, 

My child ! and thou, along the moonlight sea, 

With a soft sadness haply in thy glance, 

Shalt watch thine own, thy pleasant land of France, 

Fading to air. — Yet blessings with thee go ! 

Love guard thee, gentlest ! and the exile's wo 

From thy young heart be far ! — And sorrow not 

For me, sweet daughter ! in my lonely lot, 

God shall be with me. — Now farewell, farewell ! 

Thou that hast been what words may never tell 

Unto thy mother's bosom, since the days 

When thou wert pillow' d there, and wont to raise 

In sndden laughter thence thy loving eye 

That still sought mine : — those moments are gone by, 

Thou too must go, my flower ! — Yet with thee dwell 

The peace of God! — One, one moregaae— farewell!" 
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This (M a mother 1 ! parting with her ohii J, 
A young meek Bride on whom fair fortune emilM, 
And wooed her with a voice of lore away 
, From childhood' i honao-j yet there, with fond delay 
She linger'd on the threshold, beard the note 
Of her caged bird thro' trellia'-d rose-leaves float, 
And fell upon her mother's neck, and wept, 
Whilst old remembrancer that long had slept, 
Gnah'd o'er her son], and many a vanish'd day, 
As in one picture traced, before her lay. 



But the farewell was said ; and On die deep, 
When its breast heavM in sunset' s golden sleep, 
With a cahm'd heart, yonng Madeline ere long 
Pour'd forth, her own sweet solemn vesper-song, 
Breathing of home : thro' stillness heard afar, 
And duly rising with the first pale star, 
That voice was on the waters ; till at last 
The sounding ocean-solitudes were pau'd, 
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And the bright land wasreach'd, the youthful world 
That glows along the West : the sails were furl'd 
In its clear sunshine, and the gentle bride 
Look'd on the home that promis'd hearts untried 
A bower of bbss to come.— -Alas ! we trace 
The map of our own paths, and long ere years 
With their dull steps the brilliant lines efface, 
On sweeps the storm, and blots them ont with tears. 
That home was darken'd soon: the summer breeze 
Weloom'd with death the wanderers from the seas, 
Death unto one, and anguish how forlorn ! 
To her, that widow'd in her marriage-morn, 
Sat in her voiceless dwelling, whence with him, 

Her bosom's first belov'd, her friend and guide, 
Joy had gone forth, and left the green earth dim, 

As from the sun shot ont on every side, 
By the close veil of misery !— Oh ! but ill, 

When with rich hopes o'erfraught, the yo ung 
high heart , 

Bears its first blow I — it knows not yet the part 
Which life will teach — to suffer and be still, 
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And with submissive love to count the flowers 
Which yet are spared, and thro' the future hoars 
To send no busy dream ! — She had not learn'd 
Of sorrow till that hour, and therefore turn'd, 
In weariness from life : then came th' unrest, 
The heart-sick yearning of the exile's breast, 
The haunting sounds of voices far away, 
And household steps ; until at last she lay 
On her lone coach of sickness, lost in dreams 
Of the gay vineyards and brae-rushing streams 
In her own sunny land, and murmuring oft 
Familiar names, in accents wild, yet soft, 
To strangers round that bed, who knew not anght 
Of the deep spells wherewith each word was fraught. 
To strangers P — Oh ! could strangers raise the head 
Gently as hers was rais'd P — did strangers shed 
The kindly tears which bath'd that feverish brow 
And wasted cheek with half unconscious flow ? 
Something was there, that thro' the lingering night 
Outwatches patiently the taper's light, 
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Something that faints not thro' the day's distress, 
That fears not toil, that knows not weariness ; 
Love, true andperfect love ! — Whence came that power) 
Uprearing thro' the storm the drooping' flower ? 
Whence ? — who can ask ? — the wild delirium pass'd, 
And from her eyes the spirit look'd at last 
Into her mother's face, and wakening knew 
The brow's calm grace, the hair's dear silvery hue, 
The kind sweet smile of old ! — and had she come, 
Thus in life's evening, from her distant home, 
To save her child ? — Ev'n so— nor yet in vain : 
In that young heart a light sprung up again, 
And lovely still, with so much love to give, 
Seem'd this fair world, tho' faded ; still to live 
Was not to pine forsaken. On the breast 
That rock'd her childhood, sinking in soft rest, 
" Sweet mother, gentlest mother ! can it be?" 
The lorn one cried, " and do I look on thee? 
Take back thy wanderer from this fatal shore, 
Peace shall be ours beneath our vines once more." 
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" Thii tomb « in ftp garden of Chariottrabargb, ik» Berlin- 
It mi not without surprise that I am suddenly, among tree*, 
upon a fair white Doric temple. I might, And should hire 
deemed it a mere adornment of the grounds, but the cypres) tod 
the willow declare it a habitation of the dead. Upon a sarco- 
phagus of white marble lay a sheet, and the outline of the human 
form in plainly visible beneath its folds. The penon with ms 
reverently turned it back, and displayed the statue of hii Queen. 
It is a portrait- statue recumbent, aaid to be a perfect resem- 
blance — not aain death, but when she lived to bless and be blam- 
ed. Nothing can be more calm and kind than the expression of 
her feature!. . Ill* hands are folded on the bosom ; the limba arc 
sufficiently crossed to ihow the repose rf life.-. — Here the King 
brings her children annually, to offer garlands at her grave. 
These hang in withered mournfolneat abova thia living usage of 
their departed mother." — Shibib'i Holes and Reflections dur- 
ing a Ramble in Germany. 
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THE QUEEN OF PRUSSIA'S TOMB. 



la sweet pride npon tint insult kceD 

Sha smiled ; dun drooping muta and brokeu-liwrted, 

To Ibe cold oomfbrt of (La grare departed. 



It stands where northern willows weep, 

A temple fair and lone ; 
Soft shadows o'er its marble sweep, 

From cypress-branches thrown ; 
While silently around it spread, 
Thou feel'st the presence of the dead. 
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And what within 1b richly ahrjneu 1 ? 

A sculptnr'd woman's form, 
Lovely in perfect rest reclined, 

As one beyond the storm : 
Yet not of death, bat slumber, lies 
The solemn sweetness on those eyes. 

The folded hands, the calm pure face, 

The mantle's quiet flow, 
The gentle, yet majestic grace, 

Throned on the matron brow ; 
These, in that scene of tender gloom, 
With a still glory robe the tomb. 

There stands an eagle, at the feet 
Of the fair image wrought ; 

A kingly emblem — nor unmeet 
To wake yet deeper thought : 

She whose high heart finds rest below, 

Was royal in her birth and wo. 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



THE QDEEN OF PRUSSIA S TOMB. 

There are pale garlands nung above, 

Of dying scent and hue ; — 
She was a mother — in her love 

How sorrowfully true ! 
Oh ! hallow'd long be every leaf, 
The record of her children's grief! 

She saw their birthright's warrior-crown 

Of olden glory spoil'd, 
The standard of their sires borne down, 

The shield's bright blazon soiled : 
She met the tempest meekly brave, 
Then turn'd, o'erwearied, to the grave. 

She slumber' d ; bat it came— it came, 

Her land's redeeming hour, 
With the glad shout, and signal-flame, 

Sent on from tower to tower ! 
Fast thro' the realm a spirit moved — 
'Twas hers, the lofty and the loved. 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



I RECORDS OP WOMAN. 

Then was her name a note that rung 
To rouse told heart* from deep. 

Her memory, as a banner flung 
Forth by the Baltic deep; 

Her grief, u hitter vial ponr'd, , 

To sanctify th' avenger's sword. 

And the urown'U eagle spread again : 

His pinion to the sun ; 
And the strong land shook off its chain — 

So was the triumph won ! 
But' wo for earth, where sorrow's tone 
Still blends with, victory's ! — SAe was gone .'* 

* OrigimJIy puUiiUd in tfac HenlU; M«p«ioe. 
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On the road-aide between Penrith and AppWrp, Mnk a ■ 

jeer 1606, by Ann, C*unt™ Dowser of Pembreke, far ■ ; 
■norial of her tut parting, in thia place, with her good and pi 
mather, Margaret, Counteaa Dowager of Cnnibsrblnd, on lb 
April, 1016."— See Note* to the " Ptauan* 0/ Memory." 
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THE MEMORIAL PILLAR. 



Hut thou, thro' Eden's wild-wood vnles pursued 
Each moantain-aceoe, augnttctBtfr rade. 
Nut with attention'* lifted eye, revered 
That modest nana, by pious Pembroke reor'd, 
Whioh Mill records, beyond the pencil's power. 
The silent sorrows of a parting hour? 



Mother and child .' whose blending 1 Wars 

Hare sanctified the place, 
Where, to the love of many years, 

Was given one last embrace ; 
Oh ! ye have shrin'd a spell of power, 
Deep in your record of that hour ! 
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A spell to waken solemn thought, 

A still, small under- tanc, 
That calls back days of childhood, fraught 

With many a treasure gone ; 
And smites, perchance, the hidden source, 
Tho* long untroubled — of remorse. 

For who, that gazes on die stone 
Which marks yonr parting spot, 

Who but a mother's love hath known, 
The one love changing not P 

Alas ! and haply learn 71 its worth 

First with the sound of " Earth to earth ?" 

But thou, high-hearted daughter ! thou, 
O'er whose bright, honour'd head, 

Blessings and tears of holiest flow, 
Ev'n here were fondly shed, 

Thou from the passion of thy grief; 

In its full burst, oeuldst draw relief. 
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For oh 1 tho' painful be th' excess, 
The might wherewith it swells, 

In nature's fount no bitterness 
Of nature's mingling, dwells ; 

And thou hadst not, by wrong or pride, 

Poison'd the free and healthful tide. 

But didst thou meet the face.no more, 
Which thy young heart first knew? 

And all— was all in this world o'er, 
With ties thus close and true ? 

It was ! — On earth no Other eye 

Could give thee hack thine infancy. 

No other voice could pierce the maze 
Where deep within thy breast, 

The sounds and dreams of other days, 
With memory lay at rest ; 

No other smile to thee could bring 

A gladd'ning, like the breath of spring. 
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Yet, while thy place of weeping still 

Its lone memorial keeps, 
While on thy name, midst wood and hill, 

The quiet sunshine sleeps, 
And touches, in each graven line, 
Of reverential thought a sign ; 

Can I, while yet these tokens wear 

The impress of the dead, 
Think of the love embodied there, 

As of a vision fled? 
A perish'd thing, the joy and flower 
And glory of one earthly hour ? 

Not so ! — I will not bow me so, 
To thoughts that breathe despair ! 

A loftier faith we need below, 
Life's farewell words to bear. 

Mother and child ! — Your tears are past — 

Surely your hearts have met at last 1 
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THE GEAVE OF A POETESS.'" 



" Ne me pbugnei pm— « row mviei 

Combitn de peinea to toinbeau m'a epargneeej" 



I stood beside thy lowly grave , — 
Spring-odours breath'd around, 

And music, in the river-wave, 
Pass'd with a lulling sound. 



* EzDionc interest ha* lately attached to the fine scenery of 
Womlrtoct, near Kilkenny, on account of its hiring been the 
hut reudenee of the nutborof Psyche. Her grave ia one of many 
is the ehoieh-fard of the village. The river rune smoothly by. 
The ruin* of an ancient abbey that nave been partially convened 
into a church, r ev er en t ly throw their mantle of tender shadow 
over it.— Tab) by Oe O'Hora Famfy. 
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All happy things that love the sun 

In the bright air glane'd by, 
And a glad murmur seem'd to run 

Thro' the soft azure sky. 

FVesb. leaves were on the ivy-bough 

That fring'd the ruins near ; 
Young voices were abroad — but thou 

Their sweetness couldst not hear. 

And mournful grew my heart for thee, 
Thou in whose woman's mind 

The ray that brightens earth and sea, 
The light of song was shrined. 

Mournful, that thou wert slumbering low, 

With a dread curtain drawn 
Between thee and the golden glow 

Of this world's vernal dawn. 
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Ported from all the song and bloom 
Thou wouldit hare lov'd bo well, 

To thee the sunshine round thy tomb 
Was but a broken spell. 

The bird, the insect on the wing, 
In their bright reckless play, 

Might feel the flush and life of spring,— 
And thou wart paeg'd away I 

But then, ev'n then, a nobler thought 
O'er my vain sadness came ; 

IV immortal spirit woke, and wrought 
Within my thrilling frame. 

Surely on lovelier things, I said, 
Thou must have look' d ere now, ' 

Than all that round our pathway shed 
Odours and hues below. 
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The shadows of the tomb are here, 

Yet beautiful is earth .' 
What seest thou then where no dim fear, 

No ha un t ing dream hath birth ? 

Here a vain love to passing flowers 
Thon gaVst— but where thou art, 

The sway ia not with changeful hours, 
There love and death must part 

Thon hast left sorrow in thy sons;, 

A voice not loud, but deep ! 
The glorious bowers of earth among, 

How often didst thou weep ! 

Where couldst thon fix on mortal ground 
Thy tender thoughts and high ?— 

Now peace the woman's heart hath found, 
And joy the poet's eye. 
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NOTES 



RECORDS OF WOMAN. 



Note 1, page 8. linn 6 and 7> 
When darkness, from the vainly-dating tight, 
Covert iU beautiful I 
" WhereaoeTer you are, or in what Mite soever yon be, 
Iteomceth me you are mine. Rachel wept, and would not 
be comforted, because her. children were no num. And that, 
Indeed, ia the remedilesa sorrow, and none die !" — From 
■ letter of Arabella Stuart's to her hatband— See Curiosi- 
ties of Literature. 

Note 2, page 17, lines 9 and 1ft, 
Death I — what, is death a loch'd and treasur'd thing, 
Guarded bg swnrds offiref 

" And If you remember of old, I dart die. Consider 

what the world would conceive, if I should be violently 
enforced to do it"— Fragment* of her Letter*. 
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Note 3, page S3, lines 17 and 18. 
And her heck) thoughts f rim their cells found mm/. 
In the sudden flow of a plaintive lag. 
A Greek Bride, on leaving her father's house, takes 
lean of her frienda and relatives frequently in extem- 
poraneous Terse. — See Faurial's Chants Fopnlairea de la 
Gi -dob Modem*. 

Note 4, page 61, line a 
And loe'd alum they ehrmlil hate — Hie thee, Imdda. 
The tale of Imelda ia related In Slsmondi's Htatoire 
des Republiques Italienne. Vol- iii, p. 443. 

, Note 5, page 105, line 8. 
Father of ancient maters, roll I 
" Father of waters," the Indian name for the Missis- 
sippi. 

Note 6, page 114, Hue 11. 
And IP the Fairy's fountain in the glade. 

A beautiful fountain near Domremi, believed to be 
haunted by fairies, and a favourite resort of Jeanne d'Arc 
In her childhood. 

Note 7, page 117, lines 5 and 6. 
But loveliest far amidst the revel's pride, 
Wat the, the Lady from the Danube-tide. 
The Princess Pauline Schwartxenberg. Theitory ofher 

fateisbeautifullyreUtedinL'AHemagne. VoL iii. p. 336. 
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MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 



THE HOMES OF ENGLAND. 



Where's the comid that would not dire 
To fight for such a hud? 



The stately Homes of England, 

How beautiful they stand ! 
Amidst their tall ancestral trees, 

O'er all the pleasant land. 
The deer across their greensward hound 

Thro' shade and sunny gleam, 
And the swan glides past them with the sound 

Of some rejoicing stream. 
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The merry Homes of England ! 

Around their hearths by night, 
What gladsome looks of household lore 

Meet, in the ruddy light ! 
There woman's voice flows forth in song, 

Or childhood's tale is told, 
Or lips move tunefully along 

Some glorious page of old. 

The blessed Homes of England ! 

How softly on their bowers 
Is laid the holy quietness 

That breathes from Sabbath-hours ! 
Solemn, yet sweet, the church-bell's chime 

Floats thro' their woods at mora ; 
All other sounds, in that still time. 

Of breeao and leaf are bom 
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THE HOBOS or ENGLAND. 

The Cottage Homes of England ! 

By thousands on her plains, 
They are smiling o'er the silvery brooks, 

And round the hamlet-lanes. 
Thro' glowing orchards forth they peep, 

Each from its nook of leaves, 
And fearless there the lowly sleep, 

As the bird beneath their eaves. 

The free, fair Homes of England ! 

Long, long, in hat and hall, 
Hay heart* of native proof be rear 'd 

To guard each hallow' d wall 1 
And green for ever be tie groves, 

And bright the flowery sod, 
Where first the child's glad spirit loves 

Its country and its God 1* 
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THE SICILIAN CAPTIVE. 



I h»ie dreamt tboa wert 

A nptirr in thy hopelanm ; «f»r 

From the sweet home of thy young infimey, 

Whose image unto thee iin dream 

Of fire and slaughter ; I on Me thee mating, 

Sick for thy nut i re ni. 



The champions had come from their fields of war, 
Over the crests of the billows far, 
They had brought back the spoils of a hundred shores, 
Where the deep had fosm'd to their flashing oars.. 

They sat at their feast round the Norse-king's board, 
By the glare of the torch-light the mead was pour'd, 
The hearth was heap'd with the pine-boughs high, 
And it flung a red radiance on shields thrown by. 
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The Scalds had chaunted in Runic rhyme, 
Their songs of the sword and the olden time, 
And a solemn thrill, as the harp-chords rung, 
Had breath'd from the walls where the bright spears 

hung. 

But the swell was gone from the quivering string, 
They had summon'd a softer voice to sing, 
And a captive girl, at the warriors' call, 
Stood forth in the midst of that frowning hull. 

Lonely she stood : — in her mournful eyes 
Lay the clear midnight of southern skies, 
And the drooping fringe of their lashes low, 
Half veil VI a depth of unfathom'd wo. 

Stately she stood — tho' her fragile frame 
Seem'd struck with the blight of some inward name, 
And her proud pale brow had a shade of scorn, 
Under the waves of her dark hair worn. 
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And a deep flush pass'd, like a crimson haste, 
O'er her marble cheek by the pine-fire's blaze ; 
No soft hue caught from the south-wind's breath, 
But a token of fever, at strife whfa death. 

She had been torn from her home away, 
With her long locks crown' d for her bridal day, 
And brought to die of the burning dreams 
That haunt the exile by foreign streams. 

They bade her sing of her distant land — 
She held its lyre with a trembling hand, 
Till the spirit its bine skies bad given her, woke, 
And the stream of her voice into music broke. 

Faint was the strain, in its first wild flow, 

Troubled its murmur, and sad, and low ; 

But it swell' d into deeper power ere long, 

As the breeze that swept over her soul grew strong. 
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" They bid ae mag of that, via* own, my sunny 

Hand ! of thee ! 
Am I not parted from thy shores by the mouraml- 

goun ding sea ? 
Doth not thy shadow wrap my soul ? — in silence 

let me die, 
In a voiceless dream of thy silvery founts, and thy 

pure deep sapphire sky ; 
How should thy lyre give here its wealth of buried 

sweetness forth ? 
Its tones, of summer's breathings bora, to the wild 

winds of the north 7 

" Yet thus it shall be once, once more !~my spirit 
shall awake, 

And thro' the mists of death shine out, my coun- 
try! for thy sake! 
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Hut I may make thee known, with all the beauty 

and the light, 
And the glory nerer more to bless thy daughter's 

yearning sight i 
Thy woods shall whisper in my song, thy bright 

streams warble by, 
Thy sod flow o'er my lips again — yet once, my Sicily! 

" There are blue heavens — far hence, far hence .' 
bat oh ! their glorious bine ! 

Its very night is beautiful, with the hyacinth's 
deep hue t 

It is above my own fair laud, and round my laugh- 
ing home, 

And arching o'er my vintage-hills, they hang their 
cloudless dome, 

And making all the waves as gems, that melt along 
the shore, 

And steeping happy hearts iu joy — that now is 
mine no more. 
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" And there are haunts in that green land — oh ! who 
may dream or tell, 

Of all the shaded loveliness it hides in grot and dell t 

By fountains flinging rainbow -spray on dark and 
glossy leaves, 

And bowers wherein the forest-dove her nest un- 
troubled weaves ; 

The myrtle dwells there, sending round the rich- 
ness of its breath, 

And the violets gleam like amethysts, from the 
dewy moss beneath, 

" And there are floating sounds that fill the skiei 

thro' night and day, 
Sweet sounds! the soul to hear them faints in 

dreams of heaven away ! 
They wander thro' the olive-woods, and o'er the 

shining seas, 
They mingle with the orange-scents that load the 

sleepy breeze j » 
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Late, voice, and bird, are blending thore ; — it were 

a bliss to die, 
As dies a leaf, thy groves among, my flowery 

Sieflyl 

" / may not thns depart — farewell ! yet no, my 

country ! no ! 
Is not love stronger than the grave p I reel it 

most be so ! 
My fleeting spirit shall o'ergweep the mountains and 

the main, 
And in thy tender starlight rove, and thro' thy 

woods again. 
Its passion deepens — it prevails!— I break my 

chain — I come 
To dwell a viewless Hung, yet bleat— is dry sweet 

air, my home !" 
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And her pale anus dropp'd the ringing lyre, 
There came a mist o'er her eye's wild fire, 
And her dark rich tresses, in many ft fold, 
Loos'd from their braids, down her bosom roll'd. 

For her head sank back on the rugged wall, — 
A silence fell o'er the warrior's ball ; 
She bad ponr'd out her sonlwhh her song's last tone ; 
The lyre was broken, the minstrel gene I 
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IVAN THE CZAH. 



" Ins le Terrible, ctant deji devenu vieox, araiegoit Jfovo-- 
gorod. Lea Boyards, le vojuit affoibli, lni d«mindi;renl a'il ne 
TOuUit pu donner le commend em est de I'auiut i nn fill. S» 
furear fat n Rrnwle n cette proposition, que rien Tie put l'appai- 
icr ; hi Gli k pmteisi a. an piedi ; il le repoiuu »»ee un coop 
d'une telle violence, que deux jours ipres le mtlbeumii ea 
mourut. Le pere, elon *u deseepoir, devint indifferent a le 

ftls."— Vix Anaca iTExil, per Miiur de Stael. 
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IVAN THE CZAR. 



Innw 

• • • * TroitloM allmacht, 

Die nicht eiuuifll in Gr&ber ihitn arm 

Verlangem; cine kleine Ubereilnng 

Mil Menschenkbeu mcht verbeasern kanu ! 

Scant 



He Bat in silence on the ground, 

The old and haughty Czar; 
Lonely, tho' princes girt him round, 

And leaders of the war : 
He had cast his jewell'd sabre, 

That many a field had won, 
To the earth beside his youthful dead, 

His fair and first-born son. 
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With a robe of ermine for it* bed, 

Was laid that form of clay, 
Where the light a stormy sunset shed, 

Thro' the rich tent made way ; 
And a sad and solemn beauty 

On the pallid face came down, 
Which the Lord of nations mutely watch'd, 

In the dust, with his renown. 

Low tones at last of wo and fear 

From his full bosom broke ; — 
A mournful thing it was to bear 

How then the proud man spoke 1 
The voice that thro' the combat 

Had shouted far and high, 
Came forth in strange, dull, hollow tones, 

Burden'd with agony. 
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" There is no crimson on thy cheek, 

And on thy lip no breath, 
I call thee, and thou dost not speak— 

They tell me this is death ! 
And fearful things are whispering 

That I the deed hare done— 
For the honour of thy father's name, 

Look up, look up, my son t 

" Well might I know death's hue and n 

But on thine aspect, boy ! 
What, till this moment, have I Been, 

Save pride and tameless joy P 
Swiftest thou, wert to battle, 

And bravest there of all- 
How could I think a warrior's frame 

Thus like a flower should fall ? 
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" I will not bear that still, cold look — 

Rise up, thou fierce and free ! 
Wake as the storm wakes ! I will brook 

All, save this calm, from thee ! 
Lift brightly up, and proudly, 

Once more thy kindling eyes I 
Hath my word lost its power on earth ? 

I say to thee, arise ! 

" Didst thon not know I lov'd then well P 

Thou didst not! and art gone 
In bitterness of soul, to dwell 

Where man must dwell alone. 
Come back, young fiery spirit t 

If but one hour, to learn 
The secrets of the folded heart, 

That seem'd to thee ho stern. 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



" Thou wert the first, the first fail 1 child, 

That in mine arms I press'd ; 
Thou wert the bright one, that hast smil'd 

Like gammer on my breast I 
I reared thee as an eagle, 

To the chase thy steps I led, 
I bore thee on my battle-horse, 

I look upon tboc — dead ! 

" Lay down my warlike banners here, 

Never again to wave, 
And bury my red sword and spear, 

Chiefs ! in my first-born's grave ! 
And leave me t — I have conquered, 

I have slain — my work is done ! 
Whom have I slain ? — ye answer not — 

Thou too art mute, my son !" 
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And thus his wild lament was ponr'd 

Thro* the dark resounding night, 
And the battle knew no more his award, 

Nor the foaming steed his might. 
He heard strange voices moaning 

In every wind that sigh'd ; 
From the searching stars of heaven he shrank— 

Humbly the conqueror died.* 



Hz*:,, Google 



CAftOLAN's PKOPHBCY. 



CAHOLANS PROPHECY. * 



Thy cheek too nrifUy nuahea ; o'er thine eye 
The lights and shadows come and go too fast. 
Thy tears gush forth too n, und in thy voice 
An sounda at tenderness too passionate 
For pace on earth ; oh ! therefore, child of song ! 
'Tb wdl thmi ahouldat depart. 

A sound of music, from amidst the bills, 
Came suddenly, and died ; a fitful sound 
Of mirth, soon lost in wail. — Again it rose, 
And sank in mournfulness. — There sat a bard, 
By a blue stream of Erin, where it swept 
Flashing thro' rock and wood ; the sunset's light 
Was on. Ins wavy silver-gleaming hair, 
And the wind's whisper In the mountain-ash. 

related of the Irish Bard, ui the 
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Whose clusters droop' d above. His head was bow'd 
Hiw hand was on his harp, yet thence its touch 
Had drawn but broken strains ; and many stood, 
Waiting around, in silent earnestness, 
Th' unchaining of his soul, the gush of song : 
Many, and graceful forms ! yet one alone, 
Seem'd present to his dream ; and she indeed, 
With her pale virgin brow, and changeful cheek, 
' And the clear starlight of her serious eyes, 
Lovely amidst the flowing of dark locks 
And pallid braiding flowers, was beautiful, 
Ev'n painfully 1— a creature to behold 
With trembling midst our joy, lest aught unseen 
Should waft the vision from us, leaving earth 
Too dim without its brightness !— Did such fear 
O'ershadow, in that hour, the gifted one, 
By his own rushing stream ? — Once more he gaa'd 
Upon the radiant girl, and yet once more 
From the deep chords his wandering hand brought out 
A few short festive notes, an opening strain 
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Of bridal melody, soon dashed with grief, 
As if some wailing spirit in the strings 
Met and o'ermaster'd him : but yielding then 
To the strong prophet-impulse, mournfully, 
Like moaning waters, o'er the harp he pour'd 
The trouble of his haunted soul, and sang — 

Voice of the grave ! 

I hear thy thrilling call ; 
It comes in the dash of the foaming wave, 

In the sear leafs trembling fall I 
In the shiver of the tree, 

I hear thee, O thou voice 1 
And I would thy warning were but for me, 

That my spirit might rejoice. 

But thou art sent 
For the sad earth's young and fair, 
For the graceful heads that have not bent 
To the wintry hand of care I 
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They hear the wind's low sigh, 

And the river sweeping; free, 
And the green reeds murmuring heavily, 

And the woods — but they hear not thee ! 

Long have I striven 

With my deep foreboding; soul, 
But the full tide now its bounds hath riven, 

And darkly on most roll. 
There's a young brow smiling near, 

With a bridal white*rose wreath, — 
Unto me it smiles from a flowery bier, 

Touch'd solemnly by death 1 

Fair art thou, Morna ! 
The sadness of thine eye 
Is beautiful as silvery elands 
On the aark-bke souuner sky ! 
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And thy voioe comes like the sound 

Of a sweet and hidden rill, 
That makes the dim woods tuneful round — 

But soon it must be still ! 

Silence and dust 

On thy sunny lips most lie, 
Make not toe strength of lore thy trust, 

A stronger yet is nigh ! 
No strain of festal flow 

That my hand for thee hath tried, 
But into dirge-notes wild and low, 

Its ringing tones hare died. 

Young art thou, Moraa ! 
Yet on thy gentle head, 
Like heavy dew on the lily's leaves , 
A spirit hath bean shed I 
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And the glance is thine which sees 

Thro' nature's awful .heart — 
But bright things go with die gummer-bn 

And thou too, must depart ! 

Yet shall I weep F 

I know that in thy breast 
There swells a fount of song too deep, 

Too powerful for thy rest ! 
And the bitterness I know, 

And the chill of this world's breath — 
Go, all andimm'd, in thy glory go ! 

Young and crown' d bride of dead ! 

Take hence to heaven 
Thy holy thoughts and bright^ 
And soaring hopes, that were not given 
For the touch of mortal blight 1 
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Might we follow in thy track, 

This parting should not be 1 
Bat the spring shall give us violets back, 

And every flower but thee ! 

There was a burst of tears around the bard : 
All wept but one, and she serenely stood, 
With her clear brow and dark religious eye, 
Bais'd to the first feint star above the hills, 
And cloudless ; though it might be that her cheek 
Was paler than before. — So Morna heard 
The minstrel's prophecy. 

And spring retum'd, 
Bringing the earth her lovely things again, 
All, save the loveliest far ! A voice, a smile, 
A young sweet spirit gone. 
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THE LADY OP THE CASTLE. 

Fromtke "Portrait GaUery," an unfinished Poem. 



If then be but one «po t upon thy nue, 

One eye thou fenr'at to meet, one human voice 

Whote tone* than ehrink'M from — Womnn! veil thyfrnce. 

And bow thy hmd and die ! 



Thou seest her pictared'with her shining hair, 

(Famed were ttose tresses in 'Proveacal-seBfr,) 
Half braided, half o'«r cheek wad fctwom fair 
Let loose, and pouring rainy waves along 
Her gorgeous vest. A child's light hand is roving 
Midst the rich curie, and oh! how meekly loving 
Its earnest looks are lifted to the face, 
Which bends to meet its lip in laughing grace ! 
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Yet tint bright lady's eye methinks bath lew 
Of deep, and still, and pensive tenderness, 
Than might beseem a mother's ;— on her brow 

Something too ;mnrii there eits of native scorn, 
And her smile kindles with a oonscions glow. 

As from the thought of sovereign beanty born. 
— These may be. dreams — bnt how shall woman tell 
Of woman's shame, and not with tears P — She fell ! 
That mother, left that child ! — went hnrrying by- 
Its cradle — haply, not without a sigh, 
Haply one moment o'er its rest serene 
She lunig— but no ! il could not: thus have been, 
For she. went on! — forsook her home, herihearth, 
All pore aftectnra, all sweet household, mirth, 
To live a gaudy and dishononr'd thing, 
Sharing in gnllt the splendours of a king. 

Her lord, in very weariness of life, 

Girt on bis sword for scenes of distant strife ; 
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He reek'd no more of glory— grief and shame 
Crush 'd out his fiery nature, and bis name 
Died silently. A shadow o'er his halls 
Crept year by year; the minstrel paas'd their walls; 
The warder's horn hang 1 mute ; — meantime the child, 
On whose first flowering thoughts no parent smiled, 
A gentle girl, and yet deep-hearted, grew 
Into«ad youth; for well, too well, she knew 
Her mother's tale ! Its memory made the sky 
Seem all too joyous for her shrinking eye ; 
Check 'd on her lip the flow of song, which fain 
Would there have linger' d ; flush'd her cheek to pain, 
If met by sudden glance ; and gave a tone 
Of sorrow, as for something lovely gone, 
Ev'n to the spring's glad voice. Her own was low, 
And plaintive— oh ! there lie snch depths of wo 
/ In a young blighted spirit I Manhood "rears 
1 A haughty brow, and age has done with tears ; , 
But youth bows down to misery, in amaze 
At the dark cloud o'ermantling its fresh days,— 
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And thus it was with her. A mournful sight 

In one bo fair — for she indeed was fair — 
Not with her mother's Jailing C yea of light, 
Hers were more shadowy, foil of thought and 
prayer, 
And with long lathes o'er a white-rose cheek, 
Drooping in gloom, yet tender still and meek, 
Stall that fond child's— and oh ! the brow above, 
So pale and pure ! bo form'd for holy We 
To gaxe upon in silence .' — but she felt 
Thai, lore was not for her, tho' hearts would melt ' 
Where'er she mov'd, and reverence mutely given 
Went with her ; and low prayers, that call'd on 

Heaven 
To bless the young Isaure. 

One sunny morn, 
With alms before her castle gate she stood, 
Midst peasant-groups ; when breathless and o'erworn, 
And shrouded in long weeds of widowhood, 
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A stronger thro' diem broke : — die orphan maid 
With her sweet voice, and proffer'd hand of aid, 
Turn'd to give welcome ; bat. a wild sad look 
Met hers ; a gaze that all her spirit shook ; 
And that pale woman, suddenly subdued 
By some strong passion m its gashing mood, 
Knelt at her feet, and botfa'd them with aoch tears 
As rein the hoarded agonies of years 
From the heart's urn ; and with her white lips press'd 
The ground they trod ; then, burying in her vest 
Her brow's deep flush, sobb'd out — " Oh ! underfill ! 
I am thy mother — spam me not, my child !" 

Isaure had pray'd for that lost mother ; wept 
O'er her stain' d memory, while the happy slept 
In the hush'd midnight ; stood with mournful gaie 
Before yon picture's smile of other days, 
But never breath'd in human ear the name 
Which weigh' d her being to the earth with shame. 
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What marvel if the anguish, the surprise. 
The dark remembrances, the alter'd guise, 
Awhile o'erpowerM her ? — from the weeper's touch 
She shrank — 'twas- hut a moment — yet too much 
For that all humbled one ; its mortal stroke 
Came down like lightning, and her full heart broke 
At once in silence. Heavily and prone 
She sank, while, o'er her castle's threshold-stone, 
Those long fair tresses — tim/ still brightly wore 
Their early pride, tho' bound with pearls no more- 
Bursting their fillet, in sad beauty roll'd, 
And swept the dust with coils of wavy gold. 

Her child bent o'er her— call'd her— 'twas too late — ■ 
Dead lay the wanderer at her own proud gate ! 
The joy of Court*, the star of knight and bard, — 
How didst thou fall, O bright-hair' d Enntmgarde ! 
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THE MOURNER FOR THE BARMECIDES. 



The mutant nrvke of the antique world ! 
Thcmutnot forth* faakion of then tims. 

M YatJ.ikt It. 



Faix'n was the House of Giafar ; and its name, 
The high romantic name of Barmecide, 
A sound forbidden on its own bright shores, ' 
By the swift Tygris' wave. Stern Haroun's wrath, 
Sweeping the mighty with their fame away, 
Had so pass'd sentence : hut man's chainless heart 
Hides that within its depths, which never yet 
Th' oppressor's thought could reach. 
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'Twos desolate 
Where Giafkr's halls, beneath the burning sun, 
Spread ont in rain lay. The songs had ceas'd ; 
The lights, the perfumes, and the genii-tales, 
Had ceas'd ; the gnests were gone. Yet still one 

Was there — the fountain's; thro' those eastern courts, 
Over the broken marble and the grass, 
Its low clear music shedding mournfully. 

And still another voice I 1 — an aged man, 

Yet with a dark and fervent eye beneath 

His silvery hair, came, day by day, and sate 

On a white column's fragment ; and drew forth, 

From the forsaken Walla and dim arcades, 

A tone that shook them with its answering thrill 

To his deep accents. Many a glorious tale 

He told that sad yet stately solitude, 

Pouring hie memory's fulness o'er its gloom, 

Like waters in the waste ; and calling up, 
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By song or high recital of their deeds, 
Bright solemn shadows of ite vanish' d race 
To people their own halls : with these alone, 
In all this rich and breathing world, hit thoughts 
Held still unbroken converse. He had been 
Rear'd in this lordly dwelling, and was now 
The ivy of its ruins ; unto which 
His fading life seem'd bound. Say' roll'd on day, 
And from that scene the loneliness was fled ; 
For crowds around the grey-hair 'd chronicler 
Met as men meet, within whose anxious hearts 
Fear with deep feeling strives ; till, asabreeae 
Wanders thro' forest -branches, and is met 
By one quick sound and shiver of the leaves, 
The spirit of his passionate lament, 
As thro' their stricken sonla it paaa'd, awoke 
One echoing murmur. — But this might not be 
Under a despot's rule, and summon 'd thence, 
The dreamer stood before the Caliph's throne i 
Sentenced to death he stood, and deeply pale, 
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And with his white lips rigidly eompreas'd ; 
Till, in submissive tones, he nsfd to speak 
Once more, ere thrust from earth'H fair sunshine forth. 
Was it to sue for grace ? — his turning heart 
Sprang, with a sudden lightning, to bis eye, 
And he was changed I — and thus, in rapid words, 
Th' o'ennastering thoughts, more strong than death 
found way. 



" And- shall I not rejoice to go, when the noble 

and the brave, 
With the glory on their brow*, are gone before me 

to the grave ? 
What is there left to look on now, what brightness 

in the land ? — 
I hold in scorn the faded world, that wants their 

princely band .' 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



204 MISCELLANTTOUa PHCCSS. 

" My chiefs I my chiefs ^ the old man comes, that 

in your halls was nurs'd, 
That folio w-'d yon to many a fight, where fiash'd 

yonr sabres first ; 
That bore your children in bis arms, yonr name 

upon his hesirt — , 
Oh ! most the music of that name with him from 

earth depart? 

"It- shall not be! — a thousand tongues, tho' human 

voice were still, 
With that high sound the living sir triumphantly 

shall fill; 
The wind's free flight shall bear it on, as wandering 

seeds are sown, 
And the starry midnight whisper it, with a deep 

and tli rilling tone* 
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" For it is not as a flower whose scant with the 
dropping leaves expires, 

And it is not as a household lamp, that a breath 
should quench its fires ; 

It is written on oar battle-fields with the writing 
of the sword, 

It hath left upon our desert-sands a light in bless- 
ings pour'd. 

" Too fount*, the many gushing founts, which to 

the wild ye gave, 
Of you, my chiefs, shall sing aloud, as they pour 

a joyous wave ; 
And the groves, with whose deep lovely gloom ye. 

hung the pilgrim's way, 
Shall send from all their sighing leaves your praises. 

on the day. 
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" The very walls yonr bounty rear'd, fi>r the 
stranger's homeless head, 

Shall find a murmur to record yonr tale, my glo- 
rious dead ! 

Tho' the gnat be where ye feasted once, where 
lute and cittern rung', 

And the serpent in your p a h nea lie ooil'd amidst 
its young. 

"It is enough! mine eye so more of joy or splendour 

aees, 
I leave your name in lofty faith, to the skies and 

to the breeze ! 
I go, since earth her flower hath lost, to join the 

bright and fair, 
And call the grave a kingly house, for ye, my 

chiefs, are there !" 
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But while the old man sang, a mist of tears 

O'er Haroun'g eyes had gathered, and a thought — 

Oh ! many a sodden and remorseful thought 

Of bis youth's once-lov'd friends, the martyr *d race, 

O'erflowed hia softening heart. — " Live, live !" he 

cried," 
" Thou faithful unto death 1 live on, and still 
Speak of thy lords ; they were a princely band !" 
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THE SPANISH CHAPEL.* 



Veep not for those whom the veil of the tomb, 
Id lift ' » nrly morning, hath hid from our eye*. 

En lis dinar a ral o'ex the ■pirit'i young bloom. 
Or with had profrn'd what wu born for the aide* . 



I MADS a mountain-brook my guide, 

Thro' a wild, Spanish glen, 
And wandered, on its grassy side, 

Far from the homes of men. 

It lured me with a singing tone, 

And many a sunny glance, 
To a green spot of beauty lone, 

A haunt for old romance. 

■ Soggarted by a mum beautifully deteiibed in tbt " Besot. 
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A dim and deeply-bosom'd grove 

Of many an aged tree, 
Such as the shadowy violets love, 

The lawn and forest-bee. 

The darkness of the chestnut bough 

There on the waters lay, 
The bright stream reverently below, 

Check' d its exalting play ; 

And bore a music all subdued, 

And led a silvery sheen, 
On thro' the breathing solitude. 

Of that rich leafy scene. 

For something viewlessly around 
Of solemn influence dwelt, 

In the soft gloom, and whispery sound 
Not to be told, but felt t 
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While sending forth a qniet gloam 

Across the wood's repose. 
And o'er the twilight of the stream, 

A lowly chapel rose. 

A pathway to that still retreat 
Thro' many a myrtle wound, 

And there a sight— how strangely sweet ! 
My steps inn 



For on a brilliant bed of flowers, 

Even at the threshold made, 
As if to sleep thro' snltry honra, 

A young fair child was laid. 

To sleep .? — oh ! ne'er on childhood's eye, 

And silken lashes press'd, 
Did the warm living slumber lie, 

With such a weight of rest ! 
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Yet still a tender crimson glow 

Its cheek's pure marble dyed — 
'Twas bat the light's faint streaming flow 

Thro' roses heap'd beside. 

I atnop'd — the smooth round arm was chill, 

The soft lip's breath was fled, 
And the bright ringlets hung so still- — 

The lovely child was dead I 

"Alas!" I cried, "fair faded thing I 

Thou hast wrung bitter tears, 
And thou hast left a wo, to ding 

Round yearning beauts for years!" 

But then a voice came sweet and low — 

I tnrn'd, and near me sate 
A woman with a mourner's brow, 

Pale, yet not desolate. 
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And in her still, dear, matron face, 

All solemnly serene, 
A shadow' d image I could trace 

Of that young alumberer's mien. 

" Stranger I than pitiest me," she raid. 
With lips that faintly smiled, 

" As here I watch beside my dead. 
My fair and previous child. 

" But know, the time-worn heart may be 
By pangs in thia world riven, 

Keener than theirs who yield, like me, 
An angel thus to Heaven !" 
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THE CAPTIVE KNIGHT. 



THE CAPTIVE KNIGHT. 



Thu prisoned thrtuh m»y brook the age, 
The captive ogle dies fur lege. 

Lady of the LaM. 



'TWAS a tmmpet's pealing sound I 
And the knight look'd down from the Paynim'e tower, 
And a Christian host, in its pride and power, 

Thro' the pass beneath him wound. 
Cease awhile, clarion I Clarion, wild and shrill, 
Cease I let them hear the captive's voice — be still 1 

" I knew 'twas a trumpet's note ! 
And I see my brethren's lances gleam, 
And their pennons wave by the mountain stream, 

And their plumes to the glad wind float I 
Cease awhile, clarion I Clarion, wild and shrill, 
Cease ! lot them hear the captive's voice— be still ! 
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11 1 am here, with my heavy chain I 
And I look on a torrent sweeping by, 
And an eagle nuking to the sky, 

And a host, to its battle-plain ! 
Cease awhile, clarion I Clarion, wild and shrill, 
Cease ! let them hear the captive's voice — be still ! 

" Mustl pine in my fetters here ? 
Withithe wild wave's foam, and the (freei bird's flight, 
And the tall spears .glancing' on my sight, 

And the trumpet in mine ear? 
Cease awhile, clarion ! Clarion, wild and shrill, 
Cease! let them hear the captive's voice — be still! 

" They are gone ! they have all-paa«'d'by ! 
They in whose .warn J hail-borne my part, 
They that Iilov'd-with a brother's a**trt, 

They have left me hare to die! 
Sound again, darion ! Clarion pour thy blast ! 
Soondl for the captive's dream of hope is;past." 
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THE KAISER'S FEAST. 



Louis, Emperor of Germany, having put hit brother, the 
Palsgrave Rodolphiu, under the bin of the empire, (in the 12th 
century,) thit uafertunite Prince fled to England, wham h* 
died in neglect end poverty. " After hi* decease, hii mother, 
Matilda, privsldy invited hi* children to retain to Germany ; 
indby her mediition, daring a towoa of futility , (rfatn.Looii 
keptwasnil in the Cutle of Heidelberg, the family of hii bro- 
ther presented themselves before him in the garb of niDpliaati, 
imploring pity and ungiieueai. To thia appeal the victor 
rattened— Mua Bxkqu '■ Memoin of the Qua* ofBaAazia." 
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THE KAISER'S FEAST. 

The Kaiser feasted in his haU, 

The red wine mantled high ; 
Banners were trembling on the wall, 

To the peals of minstrelsy ; 
And many a gleam and sparkle came 

From the armour hong 1 around, 
As it caught the glance of the torch's flame, 

Or the hearth with pine -boughs crown'd. 

Why fell there silence on the chord 

Beneath the harper's hand ? 
And suddenly, from that rich board, 

Why rose the wassail-band P 
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The strings were huah'd — the knights made way 

For the queenly mother's tread, 
As up the hall, in dark array, 

Two fair-hair' d boys' she led. 

She led them ev'n to- the Kaiser's place, 

And still before him stood ; 
Till, with strange wonder, o'er bis nice 

Fhuh'd the proud warrior-blood : 
And " Speak,' my mother I speak !" he cried, 

" Wherefore this mourning vest ? 
And the clinging children by thy side, 

In weeds of sadness drest ?" 

" Well may a mourning vest be mine, 

And theirs, my son, my son I 
Look on the features of thy line 

In each fair little one I 
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Tho' grief awhile within their eyes 

Hath tamed ilia Unnrmg glee, 
Yet there thine own quick spirit lies— 

Thy brother's children see I 

" And where is he, thy brother, where F 

He, in thy home that grew, 
And smiling, with his nnmy heir, 

Ever to greet thee flew ? 
How would his arms thy neck entwine, 

His fond lipn press thy brow ! 
My son I oh, call these orphans thine— 

Thou hast no brother now ! 

" What 1 from their gentle eyes doth nought 

Speak of thy childhood's hours, 
And smite thee with a tender thought 

Of thy dead father's towers ? 
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the kaiser's fiast. 
Kind was thy boyish heart and true, 

When rear'd together there, 
Thro' the old woods like fewns ye flew— 

Where ia thy Brother— where ? 

« Well didst thou love him then, and he 

Still at thy aide was seen ! 
How is it that suet things can be, 

As tho' they ne'er had been ? 
Evil was this world'i breath, whieh eame 

Between the good and brave ! 
New must the tears of grief and shame 
Be oflVd to the grave, 

" And let them, let them there be pour'd ! 

Tho' all nnftlt below, 
Thine own wnmg heart, to love reator'd, 

Shall soften as they flow. 
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Oh ! death is mighty to make peace 

Now bid his work be done ! 
So many an inward strife shall 

Take, take these babes, my son '." 

His eye was dimm'd — the strong man shook 

With feelings long snppress'd; 
Up in his arms the boys he took, 

And strain'd them to his breast. 
And a shout from all in the royal hall 

Burst forth to hail the sight ; 
And eyes were wet, midst the brave that met 

At the Kaiser's feast that night. 
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TASSO AND HIS SISTER 



" Devout yens cat Sonente ; la dimanioit la soeui de Tuae, 
Uadd 3 riot en pelcrin denuutdn i cette obsenre amia, un aayle 
jctre 1'iojiutice dca princes — Sea tongues dooleun anient pre*, 
ua egare aa rajacm; Que lui reatoit plui qaeaon genie."— Grume. 



She gat, where on each wind that sigh'd, 

The citron's breath went by, 
While the red gold of eventide 

Bnrn'd in th' Italian sky. 
Her bower was one where daylight's close 

Full oft sweet laughter found, 
As thence the voice of childhood rose 

To the high vineyards round. 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



( MISCELLAMEOCS PUCKS. 

Bnt still and thoughtful, at her knee, 

Her children stood that hoar, 
Their bursts of song and dancing glee, 

Hush'd as by words of power. 
With bright, fix'd, wondering eyes, that gaz'd 

Up to their mother's face, 
With brows thro 1 parted ringlets rais'd, 

They stood in silent grace. 

While she— yet something o'er her look 

Of mournfnlnesB was spread- 
Forth from a poet's magic book, 

The glorious numbers read ; 
The proud undying lay, which pour'd 

Its light on evil years ; 
His of the gifted pen and sward,* 

The triumph — and the tears. 



* It is scarcely mommy to recall the well-known Italian say- 
iog, that Taaw with bit ■ward and pot was nperior to aU men. 
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She read of fair Erroima's flight, 

Which Venice once might hear 
Sung on her glittering Bens at night, 

By many a Gondolier ; 
Of him she read, who broke the charm 

That wrapt the myrtle grove ; 
Of Godfrey's deeds, of Tancred's arm, 

That slew his Paynim love. 

Young checks around tint bright page glow'd, 

Yoang holy hearts were stirrM ; 
And the meek tears of woman flow'd 

Fast o'er each burning word. 
And sounds of breeze, and fount, and leaf, 

Came sweet, each pause between ; 
When a strange voice of sudden grief 

Burst on the gentle scene. 
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The mother turn'd — a way-worn man, 

In pilgrim-garb stood nigh, 
Of stately mien, yet wild and wan, 

Of proud yet mournful eye- 
But drops which would not stay for pride, 

From that dark eye gush'd free, 
As pressing his pale brow, he cried, 

" Forgotten ! ev'n by thee ! 

" Am I so changed ? — and yet we two 

Oft hand in hand have play d , — 
This brow hath been all bath'd in dew, 

From wreaths which thou hast made ; 
We bare knelt down and said one prayer, 

And sung one vesper-strain ; 
My soul is dim with clouds of care — 

Tell me those words again ! 
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" Life hath been heavy on my head, 

I come a stricken deer, 
Bearing the heart, midst crowds that hied, 

To bleed in stillness here." — 
She gac'd — till thoughts that long had slept, 

Shook all her thrilling frame — 
She fell upon his neck and wept, 

Mnrmnring her brother's name. 

Her brother's name ! — and who was he, 

The weary one, th' unknown, 
That came, the bitter world to flee, 

A .stranger to his own ? — 
He was the bard of gifts divine 

To sway the souls »f men ; 
He of the song for Salem's shrine, 

He of the sword and pen I 
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ULLA, OR THE ADJURATION. 



Y«t speik to hm ! I We outmtob'd the Hui, 
And go'd o'er heaven in vain, in nreh of thee. 
Spetktome! I Iiifo wsnder'd o'er the euth, 
. And iiever found thy Hkenem-— Speak to me ! 
TOfett 



" Thou'rt gone !™then'rt elaarbMemg low, 
' With the MnndiBg mm ftlme thee ; 
It is but a restless wo, 

But a haawtrag dream to love thee 1 
Thrice the glad swan has song, 

To greet the spring-time hours, 
Since thine oar at parting flung 

The white spray up in showers. 
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There's a shadow of the grave on thy hearth and 

round thy home ; 
Come to me from the ocean's dead I — thon'rt surely 
el" 



'Twas Utta's voice— alono she stood 

In the Ioeland summer night, 
Far garing o'er a glassy flood, 

From a dark rock's beetling height 

" I know thou bast thy bed 

Where the sea-weed's coil hath bound thee ; 
The storm sweeps o'er thy head, 

But the depths are hneh'd around thee. 
What wind shall point the way 

To the chambers where thon'rt lying ? 
Come to me thence, and say 

If thon thonght'st on me in dying P 
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I will not shrink to see thee with a bloodies! lip 

and cheek — 
Come to me from the ocean's dead I — thou'rt surely 

of them — speak !" 

She listened — 'twas the wind's low moan, 

"Twas the ripple of the wave, 
"Twas the wakening ospray's cry alone, 

Ah it started from its cave. 

" I know each fearful spell 

Of the ancient Runic lay, 
Whose mutter' d words compel 

The tempest to obey, . . 

But I adjure not thee 

By magic sign or song, 
My voice shall stir the sea 

By love, — the deep, the strong T 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



DLLA, OB THE ADJURATION. 229 

By the might of woman's tears, by the passion of 

her sighs, 
Come to me from the ocean's dead — by the vows 

■we pledged — arise !" 

Again she gas'd with an eager glance, 
Wandering and wildly bright ; — 

She saw but the sparkling waters dance 
To the arrowy northern light. 

" By the slow and struggling death 

Of hope that loath'd to part, 
By the fierce and withering breath 

Of despair on youth's high heart ) 
By the weight of gloom which clings 

To the mantle of the night, 
By the heavy dawn which brings 

Nought lovely to the sight, 
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By all that from my weary aoul thou hast wi 

of grief and fear, 
Gome to me from the ocean's dead— awake, a 

appear I" 



Wa.it 

Or did a pale form rise, 
And o'er the hush'd wave glide and gle> 

With bright, still, mournful eyes ? 

" Have the depths heard ? — they have I 

My voice prevails— thoh'rt there, 
Dim from thy watery grace, 

Oh I tbon that wert so fair I 
Yet take me to thy rest I 

There dwells no fear with love ; 
Let me slumber on thy breast, 

While the billow rolls above ! 
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Where the long-lost things lie hid, where the 

blight onus have their home) 
We will sleep among the ocean's dead — stay for 

me, stay ! — I come I" 

There was a sullen plunge below, 

A flantiing an the main, 
And the wave shut o'er that wild heart's wo, 

Shut — and grew still again. 
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TO WORDSWORTH. 



Thine is a strain to read among the hills, 
The old and full of voices ; — by the source 

Of some free stream, whose gladdening presence fills 
The solitude with sound ; for in its course 

Even such is thy deep song, that seems a part 

Of those high scenes, a fountain from their heart. 

Or its calm spirit fitly may be taken 

To toe still breast, in sunny garden-bowers, 

Where vernal winds each tree's low tones awaken. 
And bnd and bell with changes mark the hours. 

There let thy thoughts be with me, while the day 

Sinks with a golden and serene decay. 
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Or by some hearth where happy faces meet, 
When night hath hush'd the woods, with all their birds, 

There, from some gentle voice, that lay were sweet 
As antique music, link'd with household words. 

While, in pleased murmurs, woman's lip might move, 

And the rais'd eye of childhood shine in love. 

Or where the shadows of dark solemn yews 
Brood silently o'er some lone burial-ground, 

Thy verse hath power that brightly might diffuse 
A breath, a kindling, as of spring, around ; 

From its own glow of hope and courage high, 

And steadfast faith's victorious constancy. 

True bard, and holy I— thou art ev'n as one 
Who, by some secret gift of soul or eye, 

In every spot beneath the smiling sun, 
Sees where the springs of living waters lie : 

Unseen awhile they sleep — till, tonch'd by thee, 

Bright healthful waves flow forth to each glad 
wanderer free. 
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A MONARCH'S DEATH-BED. 



The Emperor Albert of Hapstrargh, who mi » 



by the wiy-ude, ml only mpported in hi» If 
mile psitent, who happened to be puging. 



A monarch on his death-bed lay- 
Did censers waft perfume, 

And soft lamps pour their silvery ray, 
Thro' his proud chamber's gloom ? 

He lay upon a greensward bed, 
Beneath a darkening sky — 

A lone tree waring o'er his head, 
A swift stream rolling by. 
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Had he then fall'n as warriors fell, 

Where spear strikes fire with spear ? 
Was there a banner for his pall, 

A buckler for nil bier P 
Not so ; — nor cloven shields nor helms 

Had strewn the bloody tod, 
Where he, the helpless lord of realms, 

Yielded bis soul to God. 

Were there not friends with words of cheer, 

And princely vassals nigh F 
And priests, the crucifix to rear 

Before the glazing eye ? 
A peasant girl that royal head 

Upon her bosom laid, 
And, shrinking not for woman's dread, 

The face of death survcy'd. 
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Alone she sat : — from hill and wood 

Red sank the mournful son ; 
Fast gush'd the fount of noble blood, 

Treason its worst had done ! 
With her long hair she vainly press'd 

The wounds to staunch their tide- 
Unknown, an that meek humble breast, 

Imperial Albert died ! 
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TO THE MEMORY OF HEBER. 

UmjJa in tant> gloria.— Pxtubch. 

If it he. sad to speak of treasures gone, 
Of sainted genius called too soon away, 

Of light, from this world taken, while it shone 
Yet kindling onward to the perfect day ; 

How shall our grief, if mournful these things be, 

Flow forth, oh, Thou of many gifts t for thee P 

Hath not thy voice been here amongst us heard ? 

And that deep soul of gentleness and power, 
Have we not felt its breath in every word, 

Wont from thy lip, as Hermon's dew, to shower ? 
Yes ! in our hearts thy fervent thoughts have burn'd, 
Of Heaven they were, and thither have retarn'd. 
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How shall we mourn thee ? — With a lofty trust, 
Our life's immortal birthright from above ! 

With a glad fiuth, whose eye, to track the just, 
Thro' shades and mysteries lifts a glance of love, 

And yet can weep ! — for nature thus deplores 

The friend that leaves us, tho' for happier shores. 

And one high tone of triumph o'er thy bier. 
One strain of solemn rapture he allow'd ! 

Thou, that rejoicing on thy raid career, 
Not to decay, but unto death,' hast bow'd ; 

In those bright regions of the rising sun, 

Where victory ne'er a crown like thine had won. 

Praise ! for yet one more name with power endow'd, 
To cheer and guide us, onward as we press ; 

Yet one mere image, on the heart bestow'd, 
To dwell there, beautiful in holiness ! 

Thine, Heber, thine I whose memory from the dead, 

Shines as the star which to the Saviour led. 

St. Ajsafh, Sept. 1896. 
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THE ADOPTED CHILD. 

" Why wouldat thou leave me, oh ! gentle child F 
Thy home on the mountain is bleak and wild, 
A straw-roof d cabin with lowly wall- 
Mine is a fair and a pillar'ii hall, 
Where many an image of marble gleams. 
And the sunshine of picture for ever streams." 

" Oh ! green is the turf where my brothers play, 
Thro' the long bright hours of the summer-day, 
They find the red cup-mote where they climb, 
And they chase the bee o'er the scented thyme, 
And the rocks where the heath-flower blooms they 

know — 
Lady, kind lady ! oh ! let me go." 
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" Content thee, boy ! in my bower to dwell, 
Here are sweet sounds which thou lovest well ; 
Flutes on the air in the stilly noon, 
Harps which the wandering breezes tune ; 
And the silvery wood-note of many a bird, 
Whose voice was ne'er in thy mountains heard.'* 

" Oh ! my mother sings, at the twilight's fall, 
A song of the bills far more sweet than all ; 
She sings it under our own green tree, 
To the babe half slumbering on her knee ; 
I dreamt last night of that music low — 
Lady, kind lady ! oh ! let me go." 

" Thy mother is gone from her cares to rest, 
She hath taken the babe on her quiet breast ; 
Thou wonldst meet her footstep, my boy, no more. 
Nor hear her song at the cabin door. 
Come thou with me to the vineyards nigh, 
And well pluck the grapes of the richest dye." 
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" Is my mother gone from her home away ?— 
Bat I know that my brothers are there at play. 
I know they are gathering the fox-glove's bell, 
Or the long fern-leaves by the sparkling well, 
Or they launch their boats where the bright streams 

flow, — 
Lady, kind lady ! oh ! let me go." 

" Fair child, thy brothers are wanderers now, 
They sport no more on the mountain's brow, 
They have left the fern by the spring's green side, 
And the streams where the fairy barks were tried. 
Be thou at peace in thy brighter lot, 
For thy cabin-home is a lonely spot." 

" Are they gone, all gone from the sunny hill ? — 

But the bird and the blue-fly rove o'er it still ; 

And the red-deer bound in their gladness free, 

And the heath is bent by the singing bee, 

And the waters leap, and the fresh winds blow, — 

Lady, kind lady I oh I let me go." 

h 
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INVOCATION. 



I oiled on dreamt and visions, to dlaclon 

Thit which is veil'd from waking thought ; conjured 

To Appear and answer. 

WottDflWOMH. 



Answer me, burning stars of night ! 

Where is the spirit gone, 
That past the reach of human sight, 

As a swift breeze hath flown ? — 
And the stars answer' d me — " We roll 

In light and power on high ; 
But, of the never-dying soul, 

Ask that which cannot die." 
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Oh ! many-toned and chainless wind ! 

Thou art a wanderer free ; 
Tell me if thou its place canst find, 

Far over mount and sea ? — 
And the wind miirmur'd in reply, 

" The hlne deep I hare cross'd, 
And met its barks and billows high, 

But not what thou hast lost." 

Ye clouds that gorgeously repose 

Around the setting sun, 
Answer ! have ye a home for those 

Whose earthly race is rnn ? 
The bright clonds answer'd — " We depart, 

We vanish from the sky ; 
Ask what is deathless in thy heart, 

For that which cannot die." 
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Speak then, thou voice of God within, 

Thou of the deep low tone ! 
Answer me, thro' life's restless din, 

Where is the spirit flown?— 
And the voice answered — " Be thorn still I 

Enough to know is given ; 
Clouds, winds, and stars their part fulfil, 

Thine is to trust in Heaven." 
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KORNER AND HIS SISTER. 



Chain Theodore Kotow, the celebrated young German poet 
and eoldier, in hilled in a skirmish with a detachment of 
French troope, on tbeEOth of Angutt, 1613, a few honn after 
die oampODtioa of fail popular piece, " The Kwnrd song." He 
wis buried at the village of Wiibbelin iu Mecklenborgh, under 
■ beautiful oak, in a receaa of which he had frequently deposited. 
Teraes composed by him while campaigning in ill vicinity. The 
monument erected to hii memory in of cast iron, and the upper 
part ia wrought into a lyre and sword, a favourite emblem of 
Korner'B, from which one of hia works had been entitled. 
Near the grave of the poet ia that of hia only sister, who died of 
grief for hia Ion, having only survived him long enough to com- 
plete hia portrait, and a drawing of hia burial-place. Over the 
gate of the cemetery ia engraved one of hia own lines : 

" Vergiw die trenen Todten nicht." 

Forget not the faithful dead. 

Sat Ricliardsm'i trmulatim ofKarntr'i Lift aad Works, and 
Doma't Lttttrtfnm lieddetbvrgh. 
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KORNER AND HIS SISTER. 

Grehn ware the oak for ever o'er thy rest, 
Thou that beneath its crowning foliage deepest, 

And, in the stillness of thy country's breast, 
Thy place of memory, as an altar keepest ; 

Brightly thy spirit o'er her bills was poor'd, 
Thon of the Lyre and Sword 1 

Rest, bard I rest, soldier ! — by the lather's hand 
Here shall the child of after-years be led, 

With his wreath-offering silently to stand, 
In the hnsh'd presence of the glorious dead. 

Soldiers and bard 1 for thon tby path hast trod 
With freedom and with God. 
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The oak wav'd proudly o'er thy burial-rite, 

Ob thy crown'd bier to slumber warriors bore liiee, 

And with true hearts thy brethren of the fight 
Wept as they vail'd their drooping' banners o'er thee. 

And the deep gnus with rolling peal gave token, 
That Lyre and Sword were broken. 

Thou hast a hero's tomb : — a lowlier bed 

Is hers, the gentle girl beside thee lying, 
The gentle girl, that bow*d her fair young head, 

When thon wert gone, is silent sorrow dying. 
Brother, true friend I the tender and the brave- 
She pined to share thy grave. 

Fame was tiny gift from others ; — but for her, 
To whom the wide world held that only spot, 

She Iov'd thee ! — lovely in your lives ye were, 
And in your early deaths divided not. 

Thou hast thine oak, thy trophy : — what hath she ? — 
Her own blest place by thee ! 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



248 MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 

It was thy spirit, brother ! which had made 

The bright earth glorious to her thoughtful eye, 

Since first in childhood midst the vines ye play'd, 
And sent glad singing thro' the free blue sky. 

Ye were but two — and when that spirit pass'd, 
Wo to the one, the last ! 

Wo, yet not long ! — She linger'd but to trace 
Thine image from the image in her breast, 

Once, once again to see that buried lace 
Bnt smile upon her, ere she went to rest. 

Too aad a smile ! its living light was o'er, 
It answer' d hers no more. 

The earth grew silent when thy voice departed, 
The home too lonely whence thy step had fled ; 

What then was left for her, the faithful-hearted ? 
Death, death, to still the yearning for the dead ! 

Softly she perish'd: — be the Flower deplorM 
Here with the Lyre and Sword ! 
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Hare ye not met ere now ? — so let those trust 
That meet for moments but to part for years, 

That weep, watch, pray, to holdback dust from dust, 
That lore, where lore is but a fount of tears. 

Brother, sweet sister ! peace around ye dwell— 
Lyre, Sword, and Flower, farewell !* 



" The following Una recently addressed to the author of the 
above, by tho venerable father of Koraer , who, with the mother, 
■tall survive* the " Lyre, Sword, and Flower" here commem- 
orated, may not be uointereituig to the German leader. 

WobJlaut tout am dec Feme von freundlichen Lilften getragen, 

Starlit den erbebenden Glauben in Kilcberaeelen Verwsndaehaft, 
Die r.um Tempcl die bnut mirfiit dan Wiirdige weihn. 
Ana dem Laade an dem «idi atete der gefcyerte Jangling 
HingeEogen gefiihlt, wird lLm sin glaroender Lohn. 
If eil dem Brktischea Volte, wean ibm du Deutsche nicht 

freind int.! 
Dber Lander nod Meer reichen sich beyde die Hand. 

Theater Sorter' t Voter. 
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AN HOUR OF ROMANCE. 



To tbii nrett place lor quirt. Every tree, 
And bu-h, and fragrant flower, and hilly pith, 
And thymy mound that Aisga luito the wind? 
In morning iucsnae, is my friend. 

Biut Con* wall. 



There were thick leaves above me and aroand, 
And low sweet sighs, like those of childhood's 
sleep, 
Amidst their dimness, and a fitful sound 

As of soft showers on water ; — dark and deep 
Lay the oak shadows o'er the turf, so still, 
They geem'd but pictnr'd glooms : a hidden rill 
Made music, such as haunts us in a dream, 
Under the fern-tufts ; and a tender gleam 
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Of soft green light, as by die glow-worm shed, 
Came pouring thro' the woven beech-boughs down, 

And steep'd the magic page wherein I read 
Of royal chivalry and old renown, 

A tale of Palestine.* — Meanwhile the bee 
Swept past me with a tone of summer hours, 
A drowsy bugle, wafting thoughts of flowers, 

Blue skies and amber sunshine : brightly free, 

On filmy wings the pnrple dragon-fly 

Shot glancing like a fairy javelin by ; 

And a sweet voice of sorrow told the dell 
Where sat the lone wood-pigeon : 
But ere long, 

All sense of these things faded, as the spell 
Breathing from that high gorgeous tale grew strong 

On my chain'd soul : — 'twas not the leaves I heard — 

A Syrian wind the Lion-banner stirr'd, 



■ The Tilamut— Tilei of the Crrodtn. 
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Thro' ite proud floating folds : — 'twas not the brook, 
Singing in secret thro' its grassy glen — < 
A wild shrill trumpet of the Saracen 
Peal'd from the desert's lonely heart, and shook] 
The burning air, — Like clouds when winds are high, 
O'er glittering sands flew steeds of Araby, 
And tents rose up, and sudden lance and spear 
Flasb'd where a fountain's diamond wave lay clear, 
Shadow'd by graceful palm-trees. Then the shont 
Of merry England's joy sweH'd freely out, 
Sent thro' an Eastern heaven, whose glorious hue 
Made shields dark mirrors to its depths of blue ; 
And harps were there— I heard their sounding strings, 
As the waste echoed to the mirth of kings. — 
The bright masque faded. — Unto life's worn track, 
What call'd me from its flood of glory, back? 
A voice of happy childhood ! — and they pasa'd, 
Banner, and harp, and Paynim trumpet's blast ; 
Yet might I scarce bewail the splendours gone, 
My heart so leap'd to that sweet laughter's tone. 
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A VOYAGERS DREAM OF LAND. 



His very heart attaint 
To gut at nature in her gran array, 
Upon the ship's tail aide be stands, possess 'd 
With vision? prompted by intense d«ir* ; 
Fair fields appear below, «uch u he left 
Fat distant, aucb u he would die to find — 
He seeks them headlong, and is seen ao more. 



The hollow dash of waves ! — the ceaseless roar ! — 
Silence, ye billows ! — vex my soul no more. 

There's a spring in the woods by my sunny home, 
Afar from the dark sea's tossing foam ; 
Oh I the fall of that fountain is sweet to hear, 
As a song from the shore to the sailor's ear f 
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And the sparkle which up to die sun it throws, 
Thro' the feathery fern and the olive boughs, 
And the gleam on its path as it steak away 
Into deeper shades from the sultry day, 
And the large water-lilies that o'er its bed 
Their pearly leaves to the soft light spread, 
They haunt me ! I dream of that bright spring's flow, 
I thirst for its rills, like a wonnded roe I 

Be still thou sea-bird, with thy clanging cry ! 
My spirit sickens, as thy wing sweeps by- 
Know ye my home, with the lulling sound 
Of leaves from the lime and the chestnut round ? 
Know ye it, brethren ! where bower' d it lies, 
Under the purple of southern skies ? 
With the streamy gold of the sun that shines 
In thro' the cloud of its clustering vines, 
And the summer-breath of the myrtle-flowers ; 
Borne from die mountains in dewy hoars, 
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And the fire-fly's glance thro' the darkening shades, 
Like shooting stare in the forest-glades, 
And the scent of the citron at eve's dim fall — 
Speak! hare ye known, have ye felt them all? 

The heavy rolling surge ! the rocking mast I 
Hash! give my dream's deep music way, thon Mast! 

Oh ! the glad Hounds of the joyous earth I 

The notes of the singing cicala's mirth, 

The murmurs that live in the mountain pines, 

The sighing of reeds as the day declines, 

The wings flitting home thro' the crimson glow 

That steeps the woods when the sun is low, 

The voice of the night-bird that sends a thrill 

To the heart of the leaves when the winds are still — 

I hear them ! — around me they rise, they swell, 

They call back my spirit with Hope to dwell, 

They come with a breath from the fresh spring-time, 

And waken my youth in its hour of prime. 
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The white foam dashes high — sway, away ! 
Shroud my green land no more, thou blinding spray ! 

It is there ! — down the mountains I see the sweep 

Of the chestnut forests, the rich and deep, 

With the burden and glory of flowers that they bear, 

floating upborne on the blue summer-air, 

And the light pouring thro' them in tender gleams, 

And the flashing forth of a thousand streams ! — 

Hold me not, brethren I I go, I go, 

To the hills of my youth, where the myrtles blow, 

To the depths of the woods, where the shadows rest, 

Massy and still, on the greensward's breast, 

To the rocks that resound with the water's play — 

I hear the sweet laugh of my fount— give way ! 

Give way ! — the booming sorgo, the tempest's roar, 
The sea-bird's wail, shall vex my soul no more. 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



THE EFFIGIES. 



THE EFFIGIES. 



Der ruche Kunpf verewigt eiwn Mum : 
Er falle gkicfa, to preiset ihn das Lied. 
Allein die TbrSoeu, die niKDdlicbeii 
Der uberhliebaen, der rerlua'aen Frmo, 
Ziihlt keine Ntchwclt 



Warrior I whose image on thy tomb, 

With shield and crested head, 
Sleeps proudly in the purple gloom 

By the stain'd window shed ; 
The records of thy name and race 

Hare laded from the stone, 
Yet, thro' a cloud of years I trace 

What thou hast been and done. 
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A banner, from its flashing spear 

Flung out o'er many a fight, 
A war-cry ringing far and clear, 

And strong to turn the flight ; 
An arm that bravely bore the lance 

On for the holy shrine ; 
A haughty heart and a kingly glance — 

Chief ! were not these things dune : 

A lofty place where leaders sate 

Around the council-board ; 
In festive halls a chair of state 

When die blood-red wine was pour'd ; 
A name that drew a prouder tone 

From herald, harp, and bard, — 
Surely these things were all thine own, 

So hadst thou thy reward. 
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Woman ! whose ecnlptnr'd form at rest 

By the armed knight is laid, 
With meelc hands folded o'er a breast 

In matron robes array'd; . 
What was thy tale ?— Oh 1 gentle mate 

Of him, the bold and free, 
Bound unto his victorious fate, 

What bard hath song of thee f 

He wooed a bright and burning star — 

Thine was the void, the gloom, 
The straining eye that follow'd far 

His fast receding plume ; 
The heart-sick listening while his steed 

Sent echoes on the breeze ; 
The pang — but when did Fame take heed 

Of griefs obscure as these p 
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Thy silent and secluded hours 

Thro' many a lonely day, 
While bending o'er thy broider'd flowers, 

With spirit far away ; 
Thy weeping midnight prayers for him 

Who fought on Syrian plains, 
Thy watehings till the torch grew dim — 

These fill no minstrel strains. 

A still, sad life was thine ! — long years 

With tasks unguerdon'd fraught, 
Deep, quiet love, submissive tears, 

Vigils of anxious thought ; 
Prayer at the cross in fervour pour'd, 

Alms to the pilgrim given— 
Oh I happy, happier than thy lord, 

In that lone path to heaven ! 
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THE LANDING OF THE PILGRIM 

FATHERS IN NEW ENGLAND. 



Look nc 

Those populous borders — wide the wood recedes, 
And towns shoot up, and fertile realms ire till'd; 

The land is full of harvests and green meads. 



The breaking waves dash'd high 
On a stem and rock-bound roast, 

And the woods against a stormy sky 
Their giant branches toas'd ; 

And the heavy night hung dark, 

The hiUs and waters o'er, 
When a band of exiles moor'd their baric 

On die wild New-England shore. 
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Not as die conqueror comes, 

They, the true-hearted came ; 
Not with the roll of the stirring drums, 

And the trumpet that sings of fame ; 

Not as die flying; come, 

In silence and in fear , — 
They shook the depths of the desert gloom 

With their hymns of lofty cheer. 

Amidst the storm they sang, 

And the stars heard and the sea I 

And the sounding aisles of the dim woods rang 
To the anthem of the free. 

The ocean-eagle soar'd 

From his nest by the white ware's foam. 
And the rocking pines of the forest roar'd — 

This was their welcome home I 
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There were men with hoary hair, 
Amidst that pilgrim band ; — 
Why had they come to wither there, 
Away from their childhood's land ? 

There was woman's fearless eye, 
Lit by her deep lore's truth ; 
There was manhood's brow serenely high, 
And the fiery heart of youth. 

What sought they thus afar ? 
Bright jewels of the mine ? 
The wealth of seas, the spoils of war P — 
They sought a faith's pore shrine 1 



Ay, call it holy ground, 

The soil where first they trod I 
They have left unstain'd what there they 
Freedom to worship God. 
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THE SPIRIT'S MYSTERIES. 



And alight, withal, may be Ike things which bring 
Back on the hurt the weight which it would fling 

Aside for ever ; — it may be a sound — 
A tone of music — -«umDiei'i hreith, or Rpriug— 

A flower^4 leaf— the occau — which may wound— 
Striking th' electric chain wherewith we arc darkly bound, 

Chihh Hanli 



The power that dwelleth in sweet sounds to waken 
Vague yearnings, like the sailor's for the shore, 

And dim remembrances, whose hue seems taken 
From some bright former state, our own no more ; 

Is not this all a mystery ? — Who shall say 

Whence are those thoughts, and whither tends 
■ their way ? 
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The sadden images of vaniah'd things, 

That o'er the spirit flash, we know not why ; 

Tones from some broken harp's deserted strings, 
Warm sunset hues of summers long gone by, 

A rippling wave — the dashing of an oar — 

A flower scent floating past our parents' door ; 

A word— scarce noted in its hour perchance, 
Yet back returning with a plaintive tone ; 

A smile- -a sunny or a mournful glance, 

Full of sweet meanings now from this world flown ; 

Are not these mysteries when to life they start, 

And press vain tears in gushes from the heart ? 

And the far wanderings of the soul in dreams, 
Calling up shrouded faces from the dead, 

And with them bringing soft or solemn gleams, 
Familiar objects brightly to o'erspread ; 

And wakening buried lore, or joy, or fear, — 

These are night's my steries— who shall make them clear ? 
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And the strange inborn sense of coining ill, 
That ofttimes whispers to die kaanted breast, 

In a low tone which noagbt m df own or still, 
Midst feasts and melodies a secret guest ; 

Whence doth that murmur wake, that shadow fall ? 

Why shakes the spirit thus ? — 'tis mystery all ! 

Darkly we move — we press upon the brisk 
Haply of viewless worlds, and know it not ; 

Yes ! it may be, that nearer than we think, 

Are those whom death has ported frstn our lot ! 

Fearisdly, wendrotauy, «ur sonls'are made — 

Let as walk humbly on, but nndismay'd I 

Humbly — for knowledge striven in Tain to feel 
Her way amidst these marvels of the mtad; 

Yet nndismay'd — for do they not reveal 

Th' immortal being with' our dust entwin'd ? — 

So let us deem ! and e'en the tears they wake 

Shall then be blest, for that high nature's sake. 
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Thou ahalt be down 
With pitriirrhi of the infant world— with kiojs, 
The powerful of the earth— the wise— the good, 
Fair form*, end houy *e*n of *§■* leaf,, 
All in one mighty aepukhn. 



And shrink ye from tfcn way 
To the fpirifs distant ahme F — 

Earth's mightiest men, is ann'd array, 
Are thither gone before. 

The warrior ldnga, whose bamer 

Flew far m eagles fly, 
They are gone -where awords arail them net, 

From the feast of victory. 
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And the seen who sat of yore 

By orient palm or ware, 
They have pass'd with all their starry lore — 

Can ye still fear the grave ? 

We fear ! we fear ! — the sunshine 

la joyous to behold, 
And we reck not of the buried kings, 

Nor the awful seers of old. 

Ye shrink I — the bards whose lays 
Have made your deep hearts burn, 

They have left the sun, and the voice of praise, 
For the land whence none return. 

And the beautiful, whose record 

Is the verso that cannot die, 
They too are gone, with their glorious bloom, 

From the love of human eye. 
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Would ye not join that throng 

Of the earth's departed flowers, 
And the masters of the mighty song 

In their far and fadeless bowers P 

Those songs are high and holy, 

Bnt they vanquish not our fear ; 
Not from our path those flowers are gone — 

"We fain would linger here ! . 

Linger then yet awhile, 

As the last leaves on the bough I — 
Ye have lov'd the light of many a smile, 

That is taken from you now. 

There have been sweet singing voices 

In your walks that now are still, 
There are seats left void in your earthly homes, 

Which none again may fill. 
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Soft eyes are Men no mere, 

That made spring- tkne in yon* heart ; 
Kindred and friends an gone before— 

And ye still fear to pert ? 

We fear not new, we fear not f 
Though the way tfero* darkuoss heads; 

Oar soah are strong to follow them. 
Our own familiar friends ! 
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It wav'd not thro' an Eastern sky, 
Beside a fount of Araby ; 
It was not fann'd by southern breeze 
In some green isle of Indian seas, 
Nor did its graceful shadow sleep 
O'er stream of Afric, lone and deep. 

Bat fair the exil'd Palm-tree grew 
Midst foliage of no kindred hue ; 
Thro' the laburnum's dropping gold 
Rose the light shaft of orient mould, 
And Europe's violets, faintly sweet, 
Purpled the moss-beds at its feet. 



id iij Do Lille, in his poem 
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Strange look'd it there I — the willow stream d 
Where silvery waters near it gleam' d ; 
The lime-bough lured the honey-bee 
To murmur by the Desert's Tree, 
And showers of snowy roses made 
A lustre in its fan-like shade. 

There came an ere of festal hours — 
Rich music fill'd that garden's bowers : 
Lamps, that from flowering branches hung, 
On sparks of dew soft colours flung, 
And bright forms glanc'd — a fairy show — 
Under the blossoms to and fro. 

. But one, a lone one, midst the throng, 
Seem'd reckless all of dance or song : 
He was a youth of dusky mien, 
Whereon the Indian sun had been, 
Of crested brow, and long black hair — 
A stranger, like the Palm-tree there. 

3g.iiz B d»,' Google 



And slowly, sadly, mov'd hie plumes, 
Glittering athwart the leafy glooms : 
He pass'd the pale green olives by, 
Nor won the chestnut-flowers his eye ; 
But when to that sole Palm he came, 
Then shot a rapture through his frame ! 

To him, to him, its rustling spoke, 
The silence of his soul it broke 1 
It whisper' d of his own bright isle, 
That lit the ocean with a smile ; 
Aye, to his ear that native tone 
Had something of the sea-wave's moan I 

His mother's cabin home, that lay 
Where feathery cocoas fring'd the bay ; 
The dashing of his brethren's oar, 
The conch-note heard along the shore ; — 
All thro' his wakening bosom swept : 
He clasp' d his country's Tree and wept ! 
MS 
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Oh t loom him not I — the strength, whereby 

The patriot girds himself to die, 

TV unconquerable power, which, fills 

The freeman battling' on hia hills, 

These have one fountain deep and dear — 

The same whence gatah'd that chMJike tear ! 
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THE CHILD'S LAST SLEEP. 

SUGGESTED BY A MONUMENT OF CHANTKKY'B. 

Thou deepest — bnt when wilt thou wake, fair 

child?— 
When the fawn awakes in the forest wild? 
When the lark's wing mounts with the breeze, of 

morn? 
When the first rich breath of the rose is born ? — 
Lovely thou sleepest, yet something lies 
Too deep and still on thy soft-seal'd eyes, 
Mournful, tho' sweet, is thy rest to see — 
When will the hour of thy rising be ? 

Not when the fawn wakes, not when the lurk 
On the crimson cloud of the morn floats dark 
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Grief with vain passionate tears hath wet 

The hair, shedding gleams from thy pale brow yet ; 

Lore with sad kisses, nnfelt, hath press'd 

Thy meek-dropt eyelids and quiet breast ; 

And the glad spring, calling out bird and bee, 

Shall colour all blossoms, fair child ! but thee. 

Thou'rt gone from as, bright one ! — that thou 

shouldst die, 
And life be left to the butterfly I* 
Thon'rt gone, as a dew-drop is swept from the 

bough — 
Oh I for the world where thy home is now ! 
How may we love but in doubt and fear, 
How may we anchor our fond hearts here, 
How should e'en joy but a trembler be, 
Beautiful dust I when we look on thee P 

* A butterfly, u if resting on (flower, is sculptured on therao- 
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__ THE SUNBEAM. 

Thou art no lingorer in monarch's halt, 
A joy thou art, and a wealth to all I 
A bearer of hope unto land and sea — 
Sunbeam I what gift hath die world like thee ? 

Thou art walking' the billows, and ocean smiles — 
Thou hast tooch'd with glory his thousand isles ; 
Thon hast lit up die ships, and the feathery foam, 
And gladden 'd the sailor, like words from home. 

To the solemn depths of the forest shades, 
Thou art streaming on thro' their green arcades, 
And the quivering leaves that have caught thy glow 
Like fire-flies glance to the pools below. 



. 
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I look'd on the mountains — a vapour lay 
■ Folding 1 their heights in its dark array : 
Thou brakest forth — and the mist became 
A crown and a mantle of living flame. 

I look'd on the peasant's lowly cot — 
Something of sadness had wrapt the spot ; — 
But a gleam of thee on its lattice fell, 
And it laugh'd into beauty at that bright spelt. 

To the earth's wild places a guest thou art, 
Flushing the waste like the rose's heart ; 
And thou scornest not from thy pomp to shed 
A tender smile on the ruin's head. 

Thou tak'st thro' the dim church-aisle thy way, 
And its pillars from twilight flash forth to day, 
Aud its high pale tombs, with their trophies old, 
Are bath'd in a flood as of molten gold. 
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And thou turnest not from the humblest grave, 
Where a flower to the sighing winds may wave ; 
Thou scatterest its gloom like the dreams of rest, 
Thou steepest in love on its grassy breast. 



Sunbeam of summer t oh ! what is like thee ? 

Hope of the wilderness, joy of the sea ! — 

One thing is like thee to mortals given, 

The faith touching all things with hues of Heaven ! 
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BREATHINGS OF SPRING. 



What vrak'st thou, Spring ?--sweet voices in the wood*, 
And reed-like echoes, that have long been mute ; 
Thou bringeat back, to fill the solitudes, 

The lark's clear pipe, the cuckoo's viewless Ante, 
Whose tone seems breathing mournfulness or glee, 
Ev'n as our hearts may be. 

And the leaves greet thee, Spring! — the joyous leaves, 
Whose tremblings gladden man y a copse and glade, 

Where each young spray a rosy flush receives, 
When thy south-wind hath pierc'd the whispery shade, 

And happy murmurs, running thro' the grass, 
Tell that thy footsteps pass. 
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And the bright waters — they too hear thy call, 
Spring, the awakener ! thou hast burst their sleep ! 

Amidst the hollows of the rocks their fall 
Makes melody, and in the forests deep, 

Where sudden sparkles and blue gleams betray 
Their windings to the day. 

And flowers — the fairy-peopled world of flowers ! 

Thou from the dust hast set that glory free, 
Colouring the cowslip "with the sunny hours, 

And pencilling the wood-anemone ; 
Silent they seem — yet each to thoughtful eye 
Glows with mute poesy. 

Bat what awak'st thou in the heart, O, Spring ! 

The. human heart, with all its dreams and sighs ? 
Thou that gir'st back so many a buried thing, 

Restorer of forgotten harmonies ! 
Fresh songs and scents break forth where'er thou art, 
What wak'st thou in the heart P 
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Too mack, oh ! there too moeh.!— we know not well 
Wherefore it should be thus, yet rous'd by thee, 

What fond strange yearnings, from the soul's deep cell, 
Gush for the faces we no more may see ! 

How are we haunted, in thy wind's low tone, 
By voices that are gone ! 

Looks of familiar love, that never more, 

Never on earth, onr aching eyes shall meet, 

Past words of welcome to onr household door, 
And vanish'd smiles, and sounds of parted feet — 

Spring ! midst the murmurs of thy towering trees, 
Why, why reviv'st thou these p 

Vain longings for the dead ! — why come they back 
With thy young birds, and leaves, and living blooms ? 

Oh ! is it not, that from thine earthly track 

Hope to thy world may look beyond the tombs ? 

Yes ! gentle spring ; no sorrow dims thine air, 
Breath' d by onr lov'd ones there ! 
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THE ILLUMINATED CITY. 

The hills all glow'd witk a festive light, 

For the royal city rejoic'd by night : 

There were lamps hung forth upon tower and tree, . 

Banners were lifted and streaming free ; 

Every tall pillar was wreath' d with fire, 

Like a sheotiug meteor wag every spire ; 

And the outline of many a dome on high 

Was traced, as in stars, on the clear dark sky. 

I pass'd thro' the streets ; there were throngs on 

throags — . 
Like sounds of the deep were their mingled songs ; 
There wag music forth from each palace borne— 
A peal of the cymbal, the harp, and horn ; 
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The forests heard it, the mountains rang, 
The hamlets woke to its haughty dang ; 
Rich and victorious was every tone. 
Telling the land of her foes o'erthrown. 

Didst thon meet not a mourner for all the slain ? 
Thousands lie dead on their battle-plain I 
Gallant and trne were the hearts that fell — 
Grief in the homes they hare left must dwell ; 
Grief o'er the aspect of childhood spread, 
And bowing the beauty of woman's head i 
Didst thon hear, midst the songs, not one tender 

For the many brave to their slumbers gone ? 

I saw not the face of a weeper there— 
Too strong, perchance, was the bright lamp's glare ! 
I heard not a wail midst the joyous crowd — 
The music of victory was all too loud I 
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Mighty it roQ'd on the winds afar, 
Shaking the streets like a conqueror's car ; 
Thro' torches and streamers its flood swept by — 
How could I listen for moan or sigh ? 

Torn then away from life's pageants, torn, 

If its deep story thy heart would learn ! 

Ever too bright is that outward show, 

Dazzling the eyes till they see not wo. 

But lift the proud mantle which hides from thy view 

The things thou shouldst gaze on, the sad and true ; 

Nor fear to survey what its folds conceal— - 

So must thy spirit be taught to feel I 
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THE SPELLS OF HOME. 



There Mend the tie* fluH te ^t h en 

Our heuti in hour* of grief, 
The ailver links that lengthen 

Iny't null when mat brief. 

Beknaui Bums. 



By the soft green light in (he woody giade, 
On the banks of moss where thy childhood play'd ; 
By the household tree thro' which thine eye 
First look'd in love to the gammer-sky ; 
By the dewy gleam, by the very breath 
Of the primrose tnftg in the grass beneath, 
Upon thy heart there is laid a spell, 
Holy and precious — oh I guard it well ! 
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By the sleepy ripple of the strewn, 
Which hath lull'd thee into many a dream ; 
By the shiver of the ivy-leaves 
To the wind of mom at thy casement-eaves, 
By the bees' deep murmur in the limes, 
By the music of the Sabbath -chimes, 
By every sound of thy native shade, 
Stronger and dearer the spell is made. 

By the gathering round the winter hearth, 

When twilight oall'd unto household mirth ; 

By the fairy tale or the legend old 

In that ring of happy races told , 

By the quiet hour when hearts unite 

In the parting prayer and the land " Good-night;" 

By the smiling eye and the loving tone, 

Over thy life has the spell been thrown. 

And bless that gift I — it hath gentle might, 
A guardian power and & guiding light. 
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It hath led the freeman forth to stand 
la the mountain-battles of his land ; 
It hath brought the Wanderer o'er the seas 
To die on the hills of his own fresh breeze ; 
And back to the gates of his father's hall, 
It hath led the weeping prodigal 

Yes t when thy heart in its pride would stray 
From the pure first lores of its youth away ; 
When the sullying breath of the world would come 
O'er the flowers it brought from its childhood's home; 
Think thou again of the woody glade, 
And the sound by the rustling ivy made, 
Think of the tree at thy father's door, 
And the kindly spell shall have power once more ! 
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ROMAN GIRL'S SONG. 



Roma, Roma, Roma [ 
Nan i pifl come en prim*. 



Rome, Rome I thou art no mora 

As thou hast been I 
On thy seven hills of yore 

Thou satst, a queen. 

Thon hadst thy triumphs then 

Purpling the s tree t, 
Leaders and sceptred men 

Bow'd at thy feet. 
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They that thy mantle wore, 

As gods were seen-— 
Rome, Rome ! thou art no more 

As thon hut been ! 

Rome ! thine imperial brow 

Never shall rise : 
What bait thon left thee now ?— 

Thon bast thy sides! 

Bine, deeply Mae, they are, 

Gloriously bright ! 
Veiling thy wastes afar 

With eolom-M light. 

Thon hast the snntet's glow, 

Rome, for thy dower, 
Flushing tall cypreis-b*wajh, 

Temple and tower ! 
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And all sweat saoads are time, 

Lovely to hear, 
While night,, o'er temb and ahrhts, 

Rests darkly clear. 

Many a golem hyian, 
By starlight sang, 
■ Sweeps thro' the arches dim, 
Thy wrecks among. 

Many a flute's low swell, 

On thy soft air 
Lingers, and loves to dwe- 

With summer there. 

Thou haat the Smith's rich girt 

Of sodden song, 
A charmed fountain, swift, 

Joyous, and strong. 
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Thou has t Air forms that move 

With queenly tread ; 
Thou hast proud fanes above 

Thy mighty dead. 

Yet wears thy Tiber's shore 

A mournful mien : — 
Rome, Rome ! thou art no more 

As thou hast been ! 
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THE DISTANT SHIP. 



The sea-bird's wing, o'er ocean's breast 

Snoots like a glancing star, 
While the red radiance of the west 

Spreads Vin riling fast and tar ; 
And yet that splendour wins thee not,— 

Thy still and thoughtful eye 
Dwells but on one dark distant spot 

Of all the main and sky. 

Look round thee ! — o'er the slumbering' deep 

A solemn glory broods ; 
A fire hath tonch'd the beacon-steep, 

And all the golden woods : 
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A thousand gorgeous clouds on high 
Burn with the amber light ;— 

What spell, from that rich pageantry, 
Chains down thy gazing light ? 

A softening thought of human cares, 

A feeling link'd to earth I 
Is not yon speck a bark, which bears 

The lov'd of many a hearth? 
Oh ! do not Hope, sod Grief, and Fear, 

Crowd her frail world even now, 
And manhood's prayer and woman's tear, 

Follow her veoturous prow P 

Bright are the floating clonal above, 

The glittering seas below ; 
But we are boend by cords of lore 

To kindred weal and wo. 
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Therefore, amidst this wide array 
Of glorious things and fair, 

My soul is on that bark's lone way 
For human hearts are there. 
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THE BIRDS OP PASSAGE. 



Birds, joyous birds of the wandering wing I 
Whence is it ye come with the flowers of spring ? 
— " We come from the shores of the green old Nile* 
From the land where the roses of Sharon smile, . 
From die palms that wave thro' the Indian sky, 
From the myrrh-trees of glowing' Araby. 

" We hare swept o'er cities in song renown' d — 

Silent they lie, with the deserts round ! 

We have cross' d proud rivers, whose tide hathroll'd 

All dark with the warrior-blood of old ; 

And each worn wing hath regain' d its home, 

Under peasant's roof-tree, or monarch's dome." 
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And what have ye found in the monarch's dome, 
Since last ye travers'd the blue sea's foam ? 
— " We have found a change, we have found a pall, 
And a gloom o'enhadowing the banquet's hall, 
And a mark on the floor as of life-drops spilt, — 
Nought looks the same save the nest we built !" 

Oh I joyous birds, it hath still been so ; 
Thro' the halls of kings doth the tempest go ! 
Bat the hats of the hamlet lie still and deep, 
And the bills o'er their quiet a vigil keep. 
Say what have ye found in the peasant's cot, 
Since last ye parted from that sweet spot P 

"A change we have found there — and many a change ! 
Faces and footsteps and all things strange t 
Gone are the heads of the silvery hair, 
And the young that were, have a brow of care, 
And the place is iush'd where the children play'd^— 
Nought looks the same, save the nest we made .'" 
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Sad m your tain of die beautiful earth, 
Birds that o'enweep it in power aad mirth 1 
Yet thro' the waste* of the trackages air, 
Ye have a Guide, and shall we despair ? 
Ye oyer desert and deep have pass'd, — 
So may toe react our bright hoaae at last ! 
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THE GHAVES OF A HOUSEHOLD. 



They grew in baaaty, ride by ride, 
They fill'd one home with glee ; — 

Their graves are sever'd, for and wide, 
By mount, and stream, and sea. 

The same food mother bent at night 
O'er each fair sleeping brow ; 

She hod each folded flower in sight,-— 
Where are those dreamers now P 

One, midst the forests of the west, 

By a dark stream is hud. - 
The Indian knows his place of rest, 

Far in the cedar shade. 
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The sea, the bine lone sea, hath one, 
He lies where pearls lie deep ; 

He wu the lov'd of all, yet none 
O'er hi§ law bed may weep. 

One Bleeps where southern vines are drest 

Above the noble slain : 
He wrapt his colours round Ids breast, 

On a blood-red field of Spain. 

And one— o'er her the myrtle showers 
Its leaves, by soft winds fann'd ; 

She faded midst Italian flowers,—- 
The last of that bright band. 

And parted thus they rest, who play'd 
Beneath the same green tree ; 

Whose voices mingled as they pray'd 
Around one parent knee ! 
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They that with smiles lit up the hall, 
And cheer'd with song the hearth, — 

Alas I for love, if thou wert all, 
And nought beyond, oh, earth ! 
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MOZART'S REQUIEM. 

A A act time before the dentil of Mount, ■ ttranger of muik- 
abJe apy e aia no B i ud drswd in deep mourning, called at bii 
hooae, ud requested him to prepare a requiem, in hii beet style, 
far the funeral of a djatrogpiahea 1 person. The sensitive ima- 
gination of the compaer immediately taiti upon the circtrm- 
ttanee m an omen of bu own Site; and the nerv*ui aniiety »itb 
which he laboured to fulfil the tank, had the effect of realising 
his unpreaaion. He died within a few days after completing thi* 
magnificent piece of music, which wai performed at hia inter- 
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MOZART'S RKQUUEM. 

These birds of Pirudise but Jang to Aw 
Bick to their utirs mansion. 

Proplitcyof Dante. 

A bequiem 1 — and for irium ? 

For beanty in its bloom ? 
For valour faU'n — a broken row or i word ? 

A dirg-e for long or chief, 

With pomp of stately grief, 
Banner, and torch, and waring plume deplor'd ? 

Not so, it in not so I 

The warning voice I know, 
From other worlds a strange mysterious tone ; 

A solemn funeral air 

It call'd me to prepare, 
And my heart answer'd secretly — my own ! 
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One more then, one more strain, 

In links of joy and pain 
Mighty the troubled spirit to inthral ! 

And let me breathe my dower 

Of passion and of power 
Full into that deep lay— the last of all! 

The last I— and I most go 

From this bright world below, 
This realm of sunshine, ringing with sweet sound ! 

Most leave its festal skies, 

With all their melodies, 
That ever in my breast glad echoes found ! 

Yet have I known it long : 

Too restless and too strong 
Within this clay hath been th' o'ernuutering flame ; 

Swift thoughts, that came and went, 

Like torrents o'er me sent, 
Hare shaken, as a reed, my thrilling frame. 
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Like perfumes on the wind, 

Which none may stay or bind, 
The beautiful comes floating thro' my aoul ; 

I strive with yearnings vain, 

The spirit to detain 
Of the deep harmonies that past me roll ! 

Therefore disturbing dreams 

Trouble the secret streams 
And founts of music that o'erflo w my breast ; 

Something far more divine 

Than may on earth be mine, 
Haunts my worn heart, and will not let me rest. 

Shall I then /ear the tone 

That breathes from worlds unknown ? — 
Surely these feverish aspirations there 

Shall grasp their foil desire, 

And this unsettled fire, 
Burn calmly, brightly, in immortal air. 
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One morn then, one more strain, 

To earthly joy and pain 
A rich, and deep, and passionate farewell ! 

I pour each fervent thought 

With fear, hope, trembling, fraught, 
Into the notes that o'er my dust shall swell. 
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THE IMAGE IN LAVA.* 



Thou thing of yean departed ! 

What ages hare gone by, 
Since here the mournful seal wai let 

By love and agony ! 

Temple and tower have moulder'd, 
Empires from earth hare pass'd, — 

And woman's heart hath left a trace 
Those glories to outlast 1 



■ The impression of a vomm'i fcnn, with in infiuit cl 
to the bosom, found at the uncoTeriiig of Htrculnne hid. 
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And childhood's fragile image 

Thus fearfully enshrin'd, 
Survives the proud memorials rear'd 

By conquerors of mankind. 

Babe 1 wert thou brightly slumbering 
Upon thy mother's breast, 

When suddenly the fiery tomb 
Shut round each gentle guest ? 

A strange dark fate o'ertook you, 
Fair babe and loving heart ! 

One moment of a thousand pangs — 
Yet better than to part ! 

Haply of that fond bosom, 

On ashes here impress'd, 
Thou wert the only treasure, child ! 

Whereon a hope might rest. 
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Perchance all vainly Iaviah'd, 

Its other love had been, 
And where it trusted, nought remain'd 

Bat thorns on which to lean. 

Far better then to perish, 

Thy form within its clasp, 
Than live and lose thee, precious one ! 

From that impassion'd grasp. 

Oh ! I could pass all relics 

Left by the pomps of old, 
To gaze on this rode monument, 

Cart in affection's mould. 

Love, human love ! what art thou 7 

Thy print upon the .dust 
Outlives the cities of renown 

Wherein the mighty trust J 



> 9 .iiz»d!,, Google 



110 wacBJjutMQua puces . 

Immortal, oh ! immortal 
Thou art, whose earthly plow 

Hath given theie aches holiness— 
It must, it mutt ba so t 
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THE LAST WISH. 



" Well may I wtep to Imyb thin world — thee— «11 thmt bem- 
tiftil wood* and phina, and hula." 

Light* and SAadcm. 



Go to the forest-shade, 

Seek thou the wel]-knoien glade, 

Where, heavy with sweet dew, the riolettt lie, 
Gleaming thro' moss-tofts deep, 
Like dark eyes fill'd with sleep, 

And bath'd in hnes of summer's midnight sky. 

Bring me their bods, to shed 
Around my dying bed, 
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A breath of May, and of the wood's repose ; 

For I in sooth depart, 

With a reluctant heart, 
That rain would linger where the bright sun glows. 

Fain would I stay with thee— 

Alas ! this may not be ; 
Yet bring me still the gifts of happier hours ! 

Go where the fountain's breast 

Catches in glassy rest 
The dim green light that pours thro' laurel bowers. 

I know how softly bright, 

Steep'd in that tender light, 
The water-lilies tremble there e v'n now ; 

Go to the pure stream's edge, 

And from its whisp'ring sedge, 
Bring me those flowers to cool my fever'd brow ! 
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Then, as in Hope's young days, 

Track thou the antique maze 
Of the rich garden to its grassy mound ; 

There is a lone white rose, 

Shedding, in sodden snows, 
Its faint leaves o'er the emerald turf around. 

Well know'st thou that fair tree — 

A murmur of the bee 
Dwells ever in the honey'd lime above ; 

Bring me one pearly flower 

Of all its clustering shower — 
For on that spot we first reveal' d our love. 

Gather one woodbine bough, 

Then, from the lattice low 
Of the bower'd cottage which I bade thee mark, 

When by the hamlet last, 

Thro' dim wood-lanes we pass'd, 
While dews were glancing to the glow-worm's spark, 
o 
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Haste ! to my pillow bear 
Those fragrant things and nur ; 

My hand no more may bind then np at e»e, 
Vet shall their odour soft 
One bright dream rocmd me- waft 

Of life) youth, summer, — all that I mutt leave ! 

And oh ! if thon wsold'st ask 

Wherefore thy steps I task, 
The grove, the stream, the hamlet-vale, to trace ; 

"Tis that some thought of me, 

When I am gone, may be 
The spirit bound to each ramiliar plate. 

I bid mine image dwell, 

(Oh ! break.net thou the spell !) 
In the deep wood, and by the fountain-aide ; 

Thou must not, my belov'd ! 

Rove where we two have rov'd, 
Forgetting her that in her spring-time died ! 
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FAIRY FAVOURS. 



Somttfcing whtrcnnto I nay bind arf benrt ; 
Something to Ins, to rat upon, to elup 
Aj&ction'i tendriht round. 

Wouldst thou wear the gift of immortal bloom ? 
Wonldst thou smile in scorn at the shadowy tomb P 
Drink of fhii cap ! it if richly fraught 
With balm from die gardens of genii brought ; 
Drink, and the spoiler shall pass thee by, 
When tho young all scatter'd like rose-leave* lie. 

And would not the youth of my son! be gone, 
If the lov'd had left me, one by one P 
Take back the cap that may never bless, 
The gift that would make me brotherleaa ! 
How should I live, with no kindred eye 
To reflect mine immortality P 
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Wouldst thou have empire, by sign or spell, 
Over the mighty in air that dwell ? 
Wouldst thou call the spirits of shore and steep 
To fetch thee jewels from ocean's deep ? 
Ware but this rod, and a viewless band 
Slaves to thy will, shall around thee stand. 

And would not fear, at my coming then, 
Hush every voice in the homes of men ? 
Would not bright eyes in my presence quail ? 
Young cheeks with a nameless thrill turn pale P 
No gift be mine that aside would turn 
The human love for whose founts I yearn ! 

Wouldst thou then read thro' the hearts of those 
Upon whose faith thou hast sought repose P 
Wear this rich gem I it is charm' d to show 
When a change comes over affection's glow ; 
Look on its flushing or fading hue, 
And learn if the trusted be false or true ! 
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Keep, keep the gem, that I still may trust, 
Tho' my heart's wealth be but ponr'd on diist T 
Let not a doubt in my soul have place, 
To dim the light of a lov'd one's face ; 
Leave to the earth its warm sunny smile — 
That glory would pass conld I look on guile ! 

Say then what boon of my power shall be 
Favour' d of spirits I poor'd forth on thee P 
Thou scomeat the treasures of wave and mine, 
Thou wilt not drink of the cup divine, 
Thou art fain with a mortal's lot to rest — 
Answer me ! how may I grace it best P 

Oh ! give me no sway o'er the powers unseen, 
•i But a human heart where my own may lean ! 
A friend, one tender and faithful friend, 
Whose thoughts' free current with mine may blend, 
And leaving not either on earth alone, 
Bid the bright calm dose of our lives be one ! 
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A PARTING SONG. 



" Ob ! met Amu, rappdm tow quclqmfinn m 
■e 7 at empreinte." — Cobihni. 



When will ye think of me, my friends ? - 

When will ye think of me ?— 
When the last red light, the farewell of day, 
From the rock and the river is passing away, 
When the air with a deep'hing hugh is fraught, 
And the heart grows burden' d with tender thought — 
Then let it be ! 
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When will ye think of me, kind friends ? 
When will ye think of me ?— 
When the rose of the rich midsummer time 
Is fill'd with the hues of its glorious prime; 
When ye gather its bloom, a* in bright hoars fled, 
From the walks where my footsteps no more may 
tread; 

Then let it be ! 

When will ye think of me, sweet friends ? 

When will ye think of me ? 
When the sudden tears o'erflow your eye 
At the sound of some olden melody ; 
When ye hear the voice of a mountain stream, 
When ye feel the charm of a poet's dream ; 

Then let it be ! 
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Thai let my memory be with yon, friends ! 

Thus ever think of me ! 
Kindly and gently, bnt as of one 
For whom 'tis well to he fled and gone ; 
As of a bud from a chain unbound, 
As of a wanderer whose home is found ; — 
So let it be. 
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